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p R 0 L O G U E. 
Spoken by Mr. WILKS. 


\ \ TH EN Srri fe diſturbs, or Sloth corrupts an Age, 
Keen Satyr is the Buſineſs of the Stage. 

I ben the Plain-Dealer writ, he laſh'd thoſe Crimes, 

Which then infeſted moſt——the modiſh Ti mes: 

But now, when Faſtion ſleeps, and Sloth is fled, 

Aud all our Touth in Active Fields are bred; 

When thre GREAT BRITAI N's fair eve. 

Round, 


Tbe Trumps of Fame, the Notes of UNION ph; 


When ANNA's Sceptre points the Laws their Courſe, 

And her Example gives her Precepts Force : 

There ſcarce is room for Satyr; all our Lays 

Muſt be, or Songs of Triumph, or of Praiſe: 

But as in Grounds beſt cultivated, Tares 

And Poppies riſe among the Golden Ears; 

Our Produſt ſo, fit for the Field or School, 

Muſt mix with Natare's Favourite Flant -a Fool, 

A Weed that has to twenty Summers ran, 
Shoots up in Stalk, and Vegetates to Man. 
Simpling our Author goes from Field to Field; 
And culls ſuch Fools as may Diverſion yield; 

And, thanks to Nature, there's no want of thoſe, 

For Rain or Shine, the thriving Coxcomb grows 
Follies to Nigbt we ſhew ne'er laſt d before, 

Tet ſuch as Nature ſbe ws you ev'ry Hour; 

Nor can the Pictures give a juſt Offence, 

For Fools are wade for Jeſts to Men wy Senſe. 


A 2 | Dramati Is 


Dramatis Perſons. 


NX EVN. 
Two Gentlemen of 
broken Fortunes. 2 Mills. 
the firſt as Maſter, 
and the ſecond as Mr. Wilks. 
Servant. | 
: A French Officer 
Count Bellair, Priſoner at Litch- & Mr. Bowman 


Aimwell, 


Arcber, 


„ 


field. 

= A Country Block- * 8 

Fu llen, head, brutal to his, 3 
| 4 Wiſe. | : 
OE A Gentleman from? N. 

Freeman. e Mr. Keen. 
„„ CA Prieſt, Chaplain} | | 
Fozgard, to the French Of: > Mr. Bowen. 

| 4 fhicers, 
Gibbet, A High-way Man. Mr. Crober. 
— 1 2 His Companions. 

Boniface, Landlord of the Inn. Mr. Bullock. 
Scrub, Servant to Mr. Sullen. Mr. Norris. 
WOMEN. 

An old, civil, Coun- 
try Gentle woman, 
; Wm that cures all her 
 LadyBountiful,< Neighbours of all Mrs. Powe]. 


Diſtempers „ and 

' fooliſhly fond of 

: her Son Sullen, 
Dorinda. L. Bountifal's Daughter, Mrs. Bradſhaw 
Mrs. Sulſen, Her Daughter-in-laiw. Mrs. Oldfield. 
Gipſey, Maid to the Ladies. Mrs. Mills, 


| The Land lords? 
A ) Daughter in the, Mrs. Bignal 
| V Inn. 


SCENE, LITCAFIELD, 


WS. | 
Bravx STRATAGEM. 
FF 
„ 
SCENE, 4» Im. 


Enter Boniface running. 


P 


Hamberlain, Maid, Cherry, Daugh- 
ter Cherry; all aſleep? all dead? 

Enter Cherry running. 
Cher. Here, here. Why d'ye 
baul fo, Father? d'ye think we 

have no Ears? „„ 


Bon. V ou deſerve to have none, 
The Company of the War- 


you young Minx : 
rington Coach has ſtood in the Hall this Hour, and 
no Body to ſhew them to their Chambers. 

Cher. And let *em wait, Father; there's neither 
Red-Coat in the Coach, nor Footman behind it. 
Bon. But they threaten to go to another Innto Night. 
cher. That they dare not, for fear the Coachman 


ſhould over -/ turn them to Morrow Coming, 


coming: Here's the London Coach arriy'd, . 
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Enter ſeveral People with Trunks, Band boxes, 
and other Luggage, and croſs the Stage. 


Bon. Welcome, Ladies, 
Cher. Very welcome, Gentlemen — Chamberlain, 
| ſhew the Lyon and the Roſe. (Exit with the Company. ; 


Enter Aimwell in a riding Habit, Archer as Foot- 
man, carrying a Port manteau. 


Bon. This way, this way, Gentlemen. 
Aim. Set down the things; go to the Stable, and 
ſee my Horſes well rubb'd. 
Arch. I ſhall, Si. (Exit. 
Aim. You're my Landlord, I ſuppoſe? 
Bon. Yes, Sir, I'm old Wil. Boniface, pretty well 
known upon this Raad, as the Saying is. 
Aim. O! Mr. Boniface, your Servant. 
Bon. O, Sir,. what will your Honour pleaſe to 
drink, as che Saying is? 
Aim. [| have heard your Town of Litchfield ah 
fam'd for Ale, I think; I'll taſte that. 
Bon. Sir, I have now in my Cellar ten Tun of the 
beſt Ale in Staffordſhire z *tis ſmooth as Oil, ſweet as 
Milk, clear as Amber, and ſtrong as Brandy ; ; and 
Vill be juſt fourteen Year old the fifth Day of next 
March, Old Stile. 
Aim. You're very exact, I find, in the Age of: Your 
Ale. * | 
Bon. As punctual, Sir, as I am in the Age of my 
Children: I'll ſhew you ſuch Ale——Here, Tapſter, 
| broach Number 1706, as the Saying is; ir, you 
ſhall taſte my Anno Domini J have liv'd in 
Litchfield, Man and Boy, above eight and fifty Years, | 
and, [I believe, have not conſum'd — and filty 
Ounces os Meat. 
Aim. At a Meal, you mean, if one may gueſs your 
Senſe by your Bulk. 
Bon. Not in my Lite, Sir, I have fed purely up- 
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The Beaux Stratagem. 7 
on Ale; I have eat my Ale, drank my Ale, and I al- 
ways ſleep upon Ale. 

Enter Tapſter with a Bottle and Glaſs. 


Now, Sir, you ſhall fee (Filling zt out.) Your Wor- 
ſhip's Health: (Drin ls.) Ha! delicious, delicious 
fancy it Burgundy, only fancy it, and *tis worth ten 
Shillings a Quart. | 

Aim. (Dranks.) Tis confounded ſtrong, | 

Bon. Strong ! it muſt be ſo, or how ſhould we be 
ſtrong that drink it ? | 
Aim. Ard have you liv'd fo long upon this Ale, 
Landlord ? | ET 

Bon. Eight and fifty Years upon my Credit Sir; 
but it kilPd my Wife, poor Woman as the Saying is. 

Aim, How came that to pals ? 

Bon. I don't know how, Sir; ſhe would not let the 


Ale take its natural Courſe, Sir; ſhe was for qua- 


lifying it every now and then with a Dram, as the 
Saying is; and an honeſt Gentleman that came this 
way from Jreland, made her a Preſent of a dozen 
Bottles of Uſquebaugh———but the poor Woman was 
never well after : But, howe'er, I was oblig'd to the 
Gentleman you know. 3 . 
Aim. Why, was it the Uſquebaugh that kill'd her? 
Bon. My Lady Bowntifal ſaid fo She, good Lad y, 
did what could be done; ſhe cured her of three Tym- 
panies, but the fourth carry d her off; but ſhe's hap- 
py, and I'm contented, as the Saying is. . 
Aim. Who's that Lady Bountiful, you mention'd? 
Bon. *Ods my Life, Sir, we'll drink her Health. 


(Drinks.) My Lady Bountiful is one of the belt of 
Women : Her laſt Husband, Sir Charles Bountiful, 


left her worth a Thouſand Pound a Year ; and, I be- 


lie ve, ſhe lays out one half on't in charitable Uſes for 


the good of her Neighbours; ſhe cures Rheumatiſms, 


Rauptures and broken Shins in Men; Green-Sickne g, 
Obſtructions, and Fits of the Mother in Women; — 
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The King's Evil, Chin-cough, and Chilblains in Chil- 
dren : In ſhort, ſhe has cured more People in and a- 
bout Litchfield within ten Years, than the Doctors 
have kill'd in twenty; and that's a bold Word. 
Aim. Has the Lady been any other way uſeful in 
her Generation? : ; 
Bon. Yes, Sir, ſhs has a Daughter by Sir Charles, 


the fineſt Woman in all our Country, and the great- 


eſt Fortune: She has a Son too, by her firſt Husband, 
Squire Sullen, who marr y*d a fine Lady from London 
_ t'other Day; if you pleaſe, Sir, we'll drink his Health. 

Aim. What fort of a Man is he? 

Bon. Why, Sir, the Man's well enough ; ſays little, 
thinks leſs, and does, —nothing at all, faith: But he's 
a Man of great Eſtate, and values no Body. 

Aim. A Sportſman, I ſuppoſe. N 

Bon. Ves, Sir, he's a Man of Pleaſure; he plays at 
Whisk, and ſmoaks his Pipe eight and forty Hours 
together ſometimes. I, 

Aim. And marry'd, you ſay ? 

Bon. Ay, and to a curious Woman, Sir — But he's 
2 He wants it here, Sir. (Pointing to his Forehead. 

Aim, He his it there, you mean. | 

Bon. That's none of my Buſineſs; þe's my Land- 
lord, and ſo a Man, you know, wou'd not But 
1 cad, he's no better than —— Sir, my humble Ser- 
vice to you, (Drinks.) Tho' I value not a Farthing 

what he can do to me: I pay him his Rent at Quar- 
ter- day; I have a good Running-Trade; I have but 
one Daughter, and I can give her But no matter 
for that. ” 


Aim. You're very happy, Mr. Boni face; pray, 


what other Company have you in Town? 
Bon. A power of fine Ladies; and then we laye 
the French Officers, 
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Aim. O that's right, you have a good many of thoſe 


Gentlemen: Pray, how do you like their Company? 
Bon. So well, as the Saying is, that I could wiſh we 
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had as many more of em; they're full of Money, 
and pay double for every thing they have ; they 
know, Sir, that we paid good round Taxes for the 
taking of em, and fo they are willing to reimburſe 


us a little; one of em lodges in my Houſe, 


Enter Archer. 


Arch. Landlord, there are ſome French Gentlemen 
below that ask for you. 5 
Bon. I'll wait on em Does your Maſter ſtay 
long in Town, as the Saying is ” (̃ To Archer, 
Arch, I can't tell, as the Saying is? -- 
Bon. Come from London? | 
Arch. No. 55 
Bon. Going to London, may hap? 
_ Arch. No. ES 8 3 
Bon. An odd Fellow this: I beg your Worſhip's 
Pardon, I'll wait on you in half a Minute. (Exit 
Aim, The Coaſts clear, | ſee, Now, my dear 
Archer, welcome to Litchfield. | 
Arch. I thank thee, my dear Brother in Iniquity. 
Ain. Iniquity! prithee, leave Canting; you need 
not change your Style with your Drels. 
Arch. Don't miſtake me, Aimwell, for tis ſtill my 
Maxim, that there is no Scandal like Rags, nor any 
Crime ſo ſhameful as Poverty. 35 
Aim. The World confeſſes it every Day in its Pra- 
ctice, tho Men wont own it for their Opinion: Who 
did that worthy Lord, my Brother, ſingle out of the 
Side-box to ſup with him t'other Night ? 1 
Arch. Jack Handicraft, a handſome, well-dreſs'd, 
mannerly, ſharping Rogue, who keeps the beſt Com- 
pany in Town. | . . 5 
Aim. Right; and, pray, who marryd my Lady 
Manſlaughter t'other Day, the great Fortune? 
Arch. Why, Nick Marrabone, a profeſs'd Pick- 
ee and a good Bowler; but he makes a hand ſome 
Figure, and rides in his Coach that he nn uſed 
Et» 


— 
P — Lon 


their Induſtry, — 11 
Aim. Upon which Topick we proceed, and, I 


ro The Beaux Stratagem. 
Aim. But did you obſerye poor Fack Generous in 


the Park laſt Week? 


Arch. Yes, with his Autumnal Perriwig, ſhading 


his melancholy Face, his Coat older than any thing 


but its Faſhion, with one Hand idle in his Pocket, 


and with the other picking his uſeleſs Teeth ; and tho 
the Mall was crowded with Company, yet was poor 


Jack as ſingle and ſolitary as a Lyon in a Deſart. 
Aim. And as much avoided, tor no Crime upon 
Earth but the want of Morey. 
_ Arch. And that's enough; Men muſt not be poor; 
Idleneſs is the Root of all Evil; the World's wide e- 
nough, let *em buſtle : Fortune has taker the Weak 


under her Protection, but Men of Senſe are left to 


think, luckily hitherto: Wou'd not any Man ſwear 


Arch. Come, come, we are the Men of intrinſick 
Value, who can ſtrike our Fortunes out of our ſelves, 
whoſe Worth is independent of Accidents in Life, 


or Revolutions in Government; we have Heads to. 
get Money, and Hearts to ſpend it. ET 


now, that I am a Man of Quality, and you my Ser- 
vant, when if our intrinſick value were known 


vR 


Ain. As to our Hearts, I grant ye, they are as 


willing Tits as any within twenty Degrees; but I can 
have no great Opinion of our Heads from the Service 


they have done us hitherto, unleſs it be that they 
brought us from London \fither to Litchfield, made 
me a Lord, and you my Servant. 


Arch, That's more than yon cou'd expect already. 


But what Money have we left ? 


Aim. But two hundred Pound. 


Arch. And our Horſes, Cloaths, Rings, Cc. why, 
vue have very good Fortunes now for moderate Peo- 
ple ; and let me tell you, that this two hundred Pourd, 
with the Experience that we are now Maſters of, is 


a better Eſtate than the Ten we have ſpent. 
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Our Friends indeed began to ſuſpe&, that our Poc- 

kets were low, but we came off with flying Colours, 
ſhew'd no ſigns of Want either in Word or Deed. 

Aim. Ay, and our going to Bruſſels was a good 


| pn enough for our ſudden diſappearing ; and, 


warrant you, our Friends imagine, that we are 
gore a Volunteering. ” 

Arch. Why, faith, if this Proſpect fails, it muſt 
een come to that. I am for venturing one of the 


Hundreds, if you will, upon this Knight-Errantry 


but in caſe it ſhould fail, we'll reſerve the other to 
carry us to ſome Counterſcarp, where we may die as 


we liv'd, in a Blaze. 


Aim. With all my Heart; and we have liv'd juſt- 
ly, Archer; we can't ſay that we have ſpent our 


Fortunes, but that we have enjoy d em. 


Arch.Right; ſo much Pleaſure tor ſo much Money ; 


we have had our Pennyworths ; and had I Millions, 


I wou'd go to the ſame Market again. O London, 
London ! well, we have had our Share, and let us be 
thankful : Paſt Pleaſures, for ought I know, are beſt, 


ſuch as we are ſure of; thoſe to come may diſappoint us. 


Aim. It has often griev'd the Heart of me, to ſee 
how ſome inhumane Wretches murther their kind 
Fortunes; thoſe that by ſacrificing all to one Appe- 


tite, ſhall ſtarve all the reſt. ——Y ou ſhall have ſome 


that live only in their Palates, and in their Senſe of 
Taſting ſhall drown the other Four: Others are only 
Epicures in appearances, ſuch who ſhall ſtarve their 


Nights to make a Figure a Days, and famiſh their 
own to feed the Eyes of others : A contrary fort con- 


fine their Pleaſures to the Dark, and contract their 


+ ſpacious Acres to the Circuit of a Muff-ſtring, 


Arch. Right; but they find the Indies in that Spot 
where they conſume em, and I think, your kind 
Keepers have much the beſt on't ; for they indulge 
the moſt Senſes by one Expence, there's the Seeing, 
Hearing, and Feeling, amply gratify d; pas ſome 


hilofo- 
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Philoſophers will tell you, that from ſuch a Com- 
merce, there ariſes a ſixth Senſe, that gives infinitely 
more Pleaſure than the other fivexput together. 
Aim. And to paſs to the other Extremity of all 
Keepers, I think thoſe the worſt that keep their 
Money. 
| 2 Thoſe are the moſt miſerable Wights in Be- 
ing, they deſtroy the Rights of Nature, and diſap- 
Point the Bleſſings of Providence : Give me a Man 
that keeps his five Senſes keen and bright as his Sword, 
that has em always drawn cut in their juſt Order and 
Strength, with his Reaſon, as Commander at the 
Head of em, that detaches em by turns upon what- 
ever Party of Pleaſure agreeably offers, and com- 
mands 'em to retreat upon the leaſt Appearance of 
Diſad vantage or Danger: For my part, I can ſtick 
to my Bottle, while my Wine, my Company, and my 


Reaſon hold good; I can be charm'd with Sappho's 


Singing, without falling in Love with her Face: I 
love Hunting, but wou'd not, like Aeon, be eaten 
up by my own Dogs; I love a fine Houſe, but let 
another keep it; and juſt ſo I love a fine Woman. 
Ain. In that laſt Particular you have the better 
i cours x; 
Arch, Ay, you're ſuch an amorous Puppy, that 


Pm afraid you'll ſpoil our Sport; you can't counter- 


feit the Paſſion without feeling it, | 

Ain. Tho' the whining part be out of Doors in 
Town, *tis ſtill in Force with the Country Lad ies: 
And let me tell you, Frank, the Fool in that 
Paſſion ſnall out-do the Knave at any time. 


Arch, Well, I won't diſpute it now; you com- 


yy wa ped ef * 


mand for the Day, and ſol ſubmit : At Nor- 
_ tingham, you know, I am to be Maſter. | | 

Aim. And at Lincoln, | again. or no 
Arch. Then, at Nor wich, 1 mount, which, I think, 
mall be our laſt Stage; for, if we fail there, we'll em- 
bark for Holland, bid adieu to Venus, and * 
„ | IMs 


Mars, | 
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Aim. A Match ! (Enter Boniface.) Mum. 
__ Nome will your Worſhip * to have for 


Sup 


. " What have you got? 
Bon. Sir, we have a delicate Piece of Beef i in the 
Pot, and a Pig at the Fire, 
Aim. Good Supper meat, I muſt confeſs.— I can't 


eat Beef, Land lord. 


Arch. And 1 hate Pig. | 

Aim. Hold your prating, Sirrah, "ie you know 
who you are ? 

Bon. Pleaſe to beſpeak ſomething elſe; L have e- 
very thing in the Houſe. 

Aim. Have you any Veal? | 

Bon. Veal! Sir, we had a delicate Loin of Veal 
on Nedneſday laſt. | 

Aim. Haye you got any Fiſh or Wildfow! ? 

Bon. As for Fiſh, truly, Sir, we are an inland 
Town, and indifferently provided with Fiſh, that's 
the Truth on't; and then for Wildfowl——We 
have a delicate Couple of Rabbets. 

Aim, Get me the Rabbets fricaſy c. 

Bon. Pricaſy'd ! Lard, Sir, they'll eat much bet- 
ter {mother'd with Onions. 

Arch, Pſhaw ! damn your Onions. 

Aim. Again, Sirrah !———Well, Landlord, what 


Fou pleaſe; but hold, I have a ſmall Charge of Mo- 


ney, and your Houſe is ſo full of Strangers, that I 
believe it may be ſafer in your Cuſtody than mine; 
tor when this Fellow of mine gets drunk, he minds 
= Here, Sirrah, reach me the ſtrong Box. 
Yes, Sir,—-this will give us Reputation. 

(Afide.) (Brings the Box. 

Aim. Here, Landlord, the Locks are ſealed down 


both for your Security and mine; it holds ſomewhat 


above Two hundred Pound; if you doubt it, I'll 


count it to you after Supper; but be ſure you lay it 


where I may haye it at a Minute's Warning for 
38 my 
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my Affairs are a littlp-dubious at preſent ; perhaps I 
may be gone in halt an Hour, perhaps I may be 
your Gueſt till the beſt part of that be ſpent ; and 
pray order your Oftler to keep my Horſes always 
{adled : But one thing above the reſt I muſt beg, 
that you would let this Fellow have none of your 
Anno Domini, as you call it for he's the moſt 


inſufferable Sot Here, Sirrah, light me to my 
Chamber. (Exit, Iighted by Archer. 
Bon. Cherry, Daughter Cherry. | | 
Enter Cherry, 


Cher, D'ye cal), Father ? 
Bon. Ay, Child, you muſt lay by this Box for the 
Gentleman, tis full of Money. 

_ Cher. Money! all that Money, why ſure, Father, 
the Gentleman comes to be choſen Parliament-man. 
Who is he? * „ 
Bon. I don't know what to make of him; he talks 


ol keeping his Horſes ready ſadled, and of going 


perhaps at a Minute's Warning, or of ſtaying perhaps 
Fil the beſt part of this be — 1 
Cber. Ay ten to one, Father, he's a Highway- man. 
Bon. A Highway- man! upon my Life, Gitl, you 
have hit it, and this Box is ſome new purchaſed 
Booty. Now, cou d we find him out, the Money 
were ours. . 
Cher. He don't belong to our Gang. 
Bon. What Horſes have they?" 
Cher. The Maſter rides upon a Black. 
Bon. A Black! ten to one the Man upon the black 
Mare; and ſince he don't belong to our Fraternity, 
we may betray him with a ſafe Conſcience : I don't 
thinł ĩt lawful to harbour any Rogues but my on. 
| Look'e, Child, as the Saying is, we muſt go cun- 
ningly to work; Proofs we muſt have; the Gentle- 
man's Servant loves Drink, I'll ply him that way; 
and ten to one loves a Wench, you muſt work him 
t'other way. i Cher, 


% 


man too 


tell you whether you can affront me or no. — 
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p 7 Father, wou'd you have me give my Secret 
or his. 
Bon. Conſider, Child, there's two hundred Pound 


to boot. (Ringing without.) Coming, coming. 


Child, mind your Buſineſs. (Exit, 


| Cher. What a Rogue is my Father! my Father! I 
deny it. My Mother was a good, generous, free- 


hearted Woman, ard I can't tell how far her good 


Nature might have extended for the good of her 


Children. This Landlord of mine, for I think I can 


call him no more, would betray his Gueſt, and de- 


bauch his Daughter into the Bargain, by a Foot- 


Enter Archer. 


Arch. What Footman, pray, Miſtreſs, is ſo happy 
as to be the Subject of your Contemplatior, ? 


Cber. Whoever he is, Friend, he'l] be but little 
the better for't. h 


2 I hope ſo, for, I'm ſure, you did not thin 
Cher. Suppoſe I bad? ; 
Arch, Why then you're but even with me; for 


the minute I came in, I was conſidering in what mam 


ner I Thould make Love to you. 
Cher. Love to me, Friend 
Arch. Yes, Child. os N 
Cher, Child! Manners; if you kept a little more 
diſtance, Friend, it would become you much better. 
Arch. Diſtance ! good night, Sauce-box. (Going. 
Cher. A pretty Fellow! I like his Pride. Sir, 


pray Sir, you ſee, Sir, (Archer returns.) I have the 


Credit to be intruſted with your Maſter's Forture 
here, which ſets me a degree above his Footman; I 


| hope, Sir, you an't affronted. 


"Arch. Let me look you full in the Face, and I'll 


B 2 ____ Sdeathy 
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S'death, Child, you have a pair of delicate Eyes, 
and you don't know what to do with em. 

Cher. Why, Sir, don't I ſee every Body | ? 

Arch. Ay, but if ſome Women had e'm, they 
wou'd kill every Bod y. Prithee inſtruct me, I 
wou'd fain make Love to you, but I don't know 

what to ſay. | 

Cher. Why, did you never make Love to any Bo- 
dy before? 

Arch. Never to a Perſon of your Figure, I can 
aſſure you, Madam; my Addreſſes have been al- 


ways confin d to People within my own Sphere, 1 
never aſpir'd ſo high before. MOT 


But you look ſo bright, 
And are dreſs'd ſo tight, Kc. (Sings. 


Cher. What can I think of this Man? (Aſide.) 
Will you give me that Song, Sir? 
Arch. Ay, my Dear,take it while it is warm. (Kiſſes 
ber.) Death and Fire! her Lips are Honey-combs. 
Cher. And I wiſh there had been Bees too, to 
have ſtung you for your Impudence. 
Arcb. There's a ſwarm of Cupids, my little Venus, 
that has done the Buſineſs much better. 
Cher, This Fellow is mug: as well as IJ. 
(Aſide.) What's your Name, Sir? | 
Arch. Name! I gad, I have forgot it. (Abdey 
h! Martin. 
Cher. Where were you Born ? 
Arch. In St. Martin's Pariſh. 
Cher. What was your Father ? 
Arch. St. Martin's Pariſh. 
Cher, Then, Friend, good night. 
Arch, I hope not. 
Cher. You may * u pon t. 
Arch, Upon what: 
Cher. That you're very impudent. 
Arch. That vou 're very handſome. _ 
her. 


bn 


tro 


* 
vw 


The Beaux Stratagem. 17 
Cher. That you're a Footman. 
Arch, That you're an Angel. 
Cher. I ſhall be rude. | 
Arch. So ſhall I. 
Cher, Let go my Hand. | 
Arch, Give me a Kiſs. © (Kiſſes her, 
5 (Call. without Cherry, Cherry. 
Cher. Im My Father calls; you plaguy Devil, 


how durſt you ſtop my Breath ſo?— Offer to follow 


me one ſtep, if you dare. | (Exit, 
Arch, A fair Challange, by this Light; this is a 


prone fair opening of an Adventure; but we are 


Lnight-Errants, and ſo Fortune be our Guide. 
_ . | (Exit. 
The End of the Firſt ACT. 
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SCENE, AGalery inLady Bountiful's Houſe. 


Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda meeting. | 


Orrow, my dear Siſter ; are you for 
Church this Morning. . 
Mrs. Sul. Any where to pray; for Heaven alone 


Dor. 


enn help me: But I think, Dorinda, there's no Form 
of Prayer in the Liturgy againſt bad Husbands. 
Dor. But there's a Form of Lain Doctors Com- 
 mmons; and I ſwear, Siſter Sullen, rather than ſee u 
thus continually diſcontented, I would adviſe you 


to apply to that : For beſides the part that I bear in 
your vexatious Broils, as being Siſter to the Husbard, 


and Friend to the Wife, your _— give me ſuch 
an Impreſſion of Matrimony, that I ſhall be apt to 
> mo” B 3 | condemn 


—_ 


— — * 


tlewoman my Mother · in Law? 
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| condemn my Perſon to a long Vacation all its Life.—. 
But ſuppoſing, Madam, that you brought it to aCaſe of 


Separation, what can you urge againſt your Husband? . 
W ua is firſt, the moſt conſtant Man ative: 
rs. Sul, The moſt conſtant Husband, I grant ye. 
Dor. He never ſleeps from you. 
Mrs. Sz]. No, he always ſleeps with me. 
5 oy He allows you a Maintenance ſuitable to our 
uality. | Re es 
Mrs. Sul. A Maintenance! do you take me, Madam, 
for an Hoſpital Child, that I muſt ſit down, and bleſs 
my Benefa&ors, for Meat, Drink, and Cloaths? As I 


take it, Madam, I brought your Brother ten thou- 


{and Pounds, out of which I might expect ſome pret- 
ty things, call'd Pleaſures; | 


Dor. You ſhare in all the Pleaſures that the Coun- 
ry affords. 5 


Mrs. Sul. Country Pleaſures! Racks and Torments ! 


doſt think, Child, that my Limbs were made for lea- 
ping of Ditches, and clambering over Stiles ; or that 
my Parents wiſely foreſeeing my future Happineſs in 


Country Pleaſures, had early inſtructed me in rural 
Accompliſhments of drinking fat Ale, playing at 
Whisk, and ſmoaking Tobacco with my Husband ; 
or of ſpreading Plaiſters, brewing of Diet-drinks, 
and Qitling Roſemary-Water, with the good old Gen- 


Dor. I'm ſorry, Madam, that it is not more in our- 


Power to divert you; I cou'd wiſh, indeed, that our 
Entertainments were a little more polite, or your 


Taſte a little leſs refin'd : But, pray, Madam, how 


came the Poets and Philoſophers, that labour'd ſo 


much in bunting after Pleaſure, to place it at laſt in 


a Country Life: 


Mrs. Sul. Becauſe they wanted Money, Child, tio 


And out the Pleaſures of the Town : Did you, ever 
ſiee a Poet or Philoſopher worth ten thouſand Pound ? 


If you can ſhew me ſuch a Man, Fl lay fifty Tn 7 
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. you'll find him ſome where within the Weekly Bills. 
eof Not that I diſapprove rural Pleaſures, as the Poets 
d? have painted them; in their Landſchape, every Phil. 
2 Jis has her Cori don, every murmuring Stream, and 
ye. every flowry Mead gives freſh Alarms to Love. 

Beſides, you'll find that their Couples were never 


marry d: But yonder I ſee my Coridon, and a 
dur ſweet Swain it is Heaven knows. _. Come, Dorinda, 

don't be angry, he's my Husband, and your Brother; 
im, and between both is he not a ſad Brute? . 
eſs. Dor. I have nothing to ſay to your part of him, 
slL you're the beſt Judge. | 7 
Tron Mrs. Sal. O Siſter, Siſter ! if ever you marry, be- 
et- ware of a ſullen, ſilent Sot, one that's always muſing, 

but never thinks, — There's ſome diverſion in a talk- 
un- ing Blockhead; and ſince a Woman muſt wear Chains, 

5 I wou'd have the Pleaſure of hearing em rattle a lit - 

ts! tle. Now you ſhall ſee, but take this by the way; 
ea- He came home this Morning at his uſual Hour of Four, 
nat waken d me out of a ſweet Dream of ſomething elſe, 


in by tumbling over the Tea- Table, which he broke all 
ral = to pieces; after his Man and he had rowl'd about 
at the Room, like ſick Paſſengers in a Storm, he comes 
; flounee into Bed, dead as a Salmon into a Fiſhmon- 
ks, ger's Basket; his Feet cold as Ice, his Breath hot as 
n- 2 Furnace, and his Hands and his Face as greaſie as 

bis Flannen Night-Cap.— Oh Matrimony ! He 
ur toſſes up the Cloaths with a barbarous ſwing over his 
ur Shoulders, diſorders the whole Oeconomy of my Bed, 
ur leaves me half naked, and my whole Night's Comfort 
w zs the tuneful Serenade of that wakeful Nightingale, 
ſo his Noſe.——O the Pleaſure of counting the me- 
in lancholy Clock by a ſnoaring Husband '—— But 
now, Siſter, you ſhall ſee how handſomely, being a 
to well bred Man, he will beg my Pardon. 

Oe, Enter Sullen. | 


Sul. My Head akes conſumedly. 


— — 


Mrs. Su, 
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Mrs. Sul. Will you be pleaſed, my Dear, to drirk Tea 
with us this Morning ? it may do your Head good. 
Sul. No. — 

Dor. Coffee, Brother?ꝰ 

Sul. Pſhaw. | 

Mrs. Sul. Will you pleaſe to dreſs and goto Church 
with me? the Air may help you. 1 

JJ 


Enter Scrub. 
Sorub. Sir. „ 
Sul. What Day o'th' Week is this? 
Scrub. Sunday, a'n't pleaſe your Worſhip. | 
Sul. Sunday! bring mea Dram; and d'ye hear, (ct 
out the Veniſon-Paſty, and a Tankard of Strong Beer 
upon the Hall-Table, I'll go to Breakfaſt. (Going. 
Dor. Stay, ſtay, Brother, you ſhan't get off ſo; you 
were very naught laſt Night, and muſt make your 
Wife Reparation ; come, come Brother, won't you 
::. e 
Sul, For what? 
Dor. For being drunk laſt Night. 
Sul, I can afford it, can't l? 
Mrs. Sul. But I can't, Sir. 
Sul. Then you may let it alone. | 
Mrs. Sul. But I muſt tell you, Sir, that this is not 
Sul. I'm glad on't. | | | ; 
Mrs. Sul. What is the Reaſon, Sir, that you uſe 
me thus inhumanely ? OE on N 
Sul. Scrub. | | 
Scrub. Sir. : | 6 
Sul. Get things ready to ſhave my Head. (Exit. 
Mrs. Sul. Have a care of coming rear his Temples, 
Scrub, for fear you meet ſomething there that max 
turn the Edge of your Razor Inveterate Stupidity ! 
Did you ever know ſo hard, fo obſtinate a Spleen as 


his? O Siſter, Siſter! I ſhall never ha good of t mm 
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till I get him to Town 3 Tondon, dear London is the 
place for managing and breaking a Husband. 
Dor. And has not a Husband the ſame Opportu- 


nities there for humbling a Wife? 


Mrs. Sul. No, no, Child, tis a ſtanding Maxim in 


Conjugal Diſcipline, that when a Man wou'd enſlave 


his Wife, he hurries her into the Country; and when 
a Lady would be arbitrary with her Husband, ſhe 
wheedles her Booby up to Town.—— A Man dare not 


play the Tyrant in Tondon, becauſe there are ſo ma- 


ny Examples to encourage the Subject to rebel. O0 
Dorinda, Dorinda a fine Woman may do any thing 
in London: O' my Conſcience ſhe may raiſe an Ar- 


my of forty thouſand Men. 0 | 
Dor. I fancy, Siſter, you have a mind to be trying 
your Power that way here in Litebſield; you have 


drawn the French Count to your Colours already. 
Mrs. Sul, The French are a People that can't live 
without their Gallantries. ST | Hh 

Dor. And ſome Engliſh that I know, Siſter, are not 


_ averſe to ſuch Amuſements. | 
Mrs. Sul, Well, Siſter, ſince the Truth muſt out, ic 


may do as well now as hereafter ; I think, one way to 
rouſe my Lethargick ſottiſh Husband, is to give him a 
Rival; Security begets Negligence in all People, and 
Men muſt he alarm'd to make em alert in their Duty: 
Women are like Pictures, of no value in the Hands 
of a Fool, till he hears Men of Senſe bid high for the 


Purchaſe. | 


Dor, This might do, Siſter, if my Brother's Under- 


ſtanding were to be convinc'd into a Paſſion for you; 


but, I fancy, there's a natural Aver ſion of Lis fide 

and I fancy, Siſter, that you don't come much behind 

him, it you dealt fairly. „ 
Mrs. Sul. I on it, we are united Contradictions, 


Fire and Water; But I cou d be contented, with a 
great many other Wives, to humour the cenſorious 


ob, and give the World an Appearance of livin 
1 | we 
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well with my Husband, cou'd I bring him but to diſ- 


ſemble a little Kindneſs to keep me in Countenance. 


Dor. But how do you know, Siſter, but that inſtead 


of rouſing your Husband by this Artifice to a coun- | 


terfeit Kindne is, he ſhould awake into a real Fury? 
Mrs, Sul. Let him : If I can't entice him to 


the one, I wou'd provoke him to the other. 


Dor. But how muſt I behave my ſelf between ye ? 

Mrs. Sul. You muſt aſſiſt me. 

Dor. What, againſt my own Brother ? 

Mrs. Sul. He's but a half Brother, and I'm your 
entire Friend : [f I goa ſtep beyond the Bounds of 


Honour, leave me; till then, expe& you ſhould go a- 
long with me in every thing; while I truſt my Honour 


in your Hands, you may truſt your Brother's in 
mine The Count is to dire here to Day. _. 
Dor. Tis a ſtrange thing, Siſter, that I can't like 
that Man. Cn . | 

Mrs. Sul. You like nothing, your time is not come; 
Love and Death have their Fatalities, and ſtrike home 
one time or other. Vou' ll pay for all one Day, I 
warrant ye But ceme, my Fady's Tea is ready, 
and 'tis almoſt Church-time. I is 


SCENE, The Inn. 


Enter Aimwell dreſs'd, and Archer. 
Ain. And was ſhe the Daughter of the Houſe ? 
Arch. The Land lord is ſo blind as to think ſo; but 
I dare ſwear ſhe has better Blood in her Veins. 
Aim. Why doſt think fo ? 2 
Aich. Becauſe the Baggage has a pert Fe ne ſcai 
of, ſhe reads Plays, keeps a Morkey, and is trou- 
bled with Vapours. | Doo 
Aim. By which Diſcoveries I gueſs that you know 
more of her. | . = 
Arch. Not yet, faith; the Lady gives her ſelf 
Airs, forfooth, nothing under a Gentleman, * 
5 Im. 


Aim. Right; and therefore you muſt 
your Maſter. 


be? Do you know him? 
the Verger with half a Crown; he 


Buſineſs at 
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Aim. Let me take her in hac. | 
Arch. Say one Word more o'that, and Þ'll declare 


my ſelf, ſpoil your Sport there, and every where elſe; 


look ye, Aimwell, every Man in his own _ 
21mp for 


Arch. In the uſual Forms, good Sir, after I have 
ſerv'd my ſelf. But to our Buſineſs V ou are ſo 


well dreſs'd, Tom, and make fo handſome a Figure, 


that I fancy you may do Execution in a Country 
Church ; the exterior part ſtrikes firſt, and you're 
in the right to make that Impreſſion favourable. 
Aim. There's ſomething in that which may turn 
to Ad vantage; The Appearance of a Stranger in a 
Country Church draws as many Gazers as a Blazing- 


Star; no ſooner he comes into the Cathedral, but a 


Train of Whiſpers runs buzzing round the Congre- 
gation in a Moment Who is he? Whence comes 
Then I, Sir, tips me 
ckets the Simo- 
ny, and indus me into the beſt Pue in the Church, 
I pull out my Snuff box, turn my ſelf round, bow 


to the Biſhop, or the Dean, if he be the command- 


ing Officer ; ſingle out a Beauty, rivet both my Eyes 


to hers, ſet my Noſe a bleeding by the ſtrength of 


Imagination, and ſhew the whole Church my Con- 


cern, by my endeavouring to hide it; aſter the Ser- 


mon, the whole Town gives me to her for a Lover, 


and by perſuading the Lady that I am a dying for 
her, the Tables are turn'd, and ſhe in good earneſt. ; 


falls in Love with me. „ | 
Arch. There's nothing in this, Tom, without a 


Precedent ; but inſtead of Riveting your Eyes to 4 


Beauty, try to fix *em upon a Fortune, that's our 
. „ 25 
Aim. Pſhaw, no Woman can be a Beauty without 


aà Fortune. Let me alone, for I am a Mark's-man. 


Arsh, Tom. | 1 
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Aim. Ay. 

Arch. When were you at Church before, pray? 

Aim, Um. II was there at the Coronation. 

Arch. And how can you expect a Bleſſing by go- 
ing to Church now ? 

Aim. Bleſſing! nay, Frank, I ask but for a Wife. (Ex. 

Arch. Truly, the Man is not very unreaſonable in 


his Demands. (Exit at the oppoſite Door. 


Entey Boniface and Cherry. 
Bon. Well Daughter, as the Saying is, have you 


5 brought Martin to confeſs? | 


Cher. Pray, Father, don't put me upon getting any 
thing out of a Man; I'm but young you know, Fa- 
ther, and I don't underſtand Wheedling. 5 

on. Young ! why you Jade, as the Saying is, can 
any Woman wheedle that is not young? your Mo- 
ther was uſeleſs at five and twenty : Not wheedle ! 


Would you make your Mother a Whore, and me 2 


Cuckold, as the Saying is? I tell you, his Silence con- 


feſſes it, and his Maſter ſpends his Money ſo freely, 
and is ſo much a Gentleman every manner of way, 
that he muſt be a Highway-Man. 8 


Enter Gibbet in 4 Cloak. 
Sib. Landlord, Landlord, is the Coaſt clear? 
Bon. O, Mr. Gibbet, what's the News? | 
Gib. No matter, ask no Queſtions, all fair and ho. 


nourable; here-my dear Cherry. (Gives her a Bag.) 
Two hundred Sterling Pounds, as good as any that 


ever hang'd or ſav'd a Rogue; lay 'em by with the 


reſt, and here Three Wedding or Mourning Rings, 
tis much the ſame you know 
hilted Swords; I took thoſe from Fellows that never 
ſhew any part of their Swords but the Hilts: Here is 


Here, two Silver - 


a Diamond Necklace which the Lady hid in the pri- 
vateſt place in the Coach, but I found it out: This 


Gold Watch I took from a Pawn» broker's Wife; it 


ay? 


g-. 
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was left in her Hands by a Perſon of Quality, there's 
the Arms upon the Cale. 


Cher. But who had you the Money from ? 

Gib. Ah! poor Woman! I pitied her; — From a 
poor Lady juſt elop'd from her Husband ; ſhe had 
made up her Cargo, and was bound for Ireland, as 
hard as ſhe cou'd drive; ſhe told me of her Huſ- 
band's barbarous Uſage, and fo I left her half a Crown: 


But I had almoſt forgot, my dear Cherry, I have a 


Preſent for you. 
Cher. What is't? . 
Gib. A Pot of Ceruſe, my Child, that I took out 
of 2 Lady's under Pocket, | | 


Cher. What, Mr. G7bbet, do you think that I paint? 
Gib. Why, you Jade, your Betters do; I'm ſure the 


Lady that I took it from had a Coronet upon her 
Here, take my Cloak, and go, ſe- 


cure the Premiſſes. 


Cher. I will ſecure em. ( Exit. 


Bon. But, heark'e, where's Hounſlow and Bag ſhot ? 


Ib. They'l! be here to Night. 
Bon. D'ye know of any other Gentlemen o'the 
Pad on this Road? 7 | 


Gib. No. 5 ** 
Bon. I fancy that I have two that lodge in the 
Houſe juſt now. - _ | 
Gib. The Heri How d'ye ſmoak em; 
Bon. Why, the one is gone to Church. 
SGib. That's ſuſpicious, I muſt confeſs. Ons 
Bon. And the other is now in his Maſter's Cham- 


ber; he pretends to be Servant to the other, we'll 


call him out, and pump him a little. x 
Gib. With all my Heart. 1 
Bon. Mr. Martin, Mr. Martin. 


Enter Archer combing a Perrimig, end in ging. 


| Gib. The Roads are conſumed deep, I'm as dirty 


as old Brentford at Chriſt ma gocd pretty 
Fellow that; whoſe Servant are you, Eriend? 


Arch. 


| 
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Arch, My Maſter's, 

Gib. Really? | 

Arch. Really. 7 

G:b, That's much. The Fellow has been at 
the Bar by his Evaſions : But, pray, Sir, what 
is your Maſter's Name? 

Arch, Tall, all, dall; (Sings and Combs the Perri- 
wig.) This is the moſt obſtinate Curl 

Gib. Lask you his Name? | 

Arch. Name, Sir,. Tall, all, dall.-T never ask d 
him his Name in my Life. Tall, all, dall. 

Bon. What think you now? 

Gib. Plain, plain, he talks now as if he were be- 
fore a ſudge: But pray, Friend, which way does 
your Maſter travel? . ; 

A#td. Heerde. „ 

Gib. Very well again, an old Offender right But, 
I mean, does he go upwards or downwards? | 
Arxrcb. Downwards, I fear, Sir: Tall, all. 

Sib. I'm afraid my Fate will be a contrary way. 
Bon. Ha, ha, ha! Mr. Martin, you're very arch 
This Gentleman is only travelling towards Cbeſter, 
and wou'd be glad of your Company, that's al- 
Come, Captain, you'll ſtay to Night, I ſuppoſe, I'II 
ſhew you a Chamber———Come, Captain. 
Gib. Farewel, Friend " 9 (Exit, 

Arch. Captain, your Servant. Captain! a pret- 
ty Fellow; Sdeath, I wonder that the Officers of the 
Army don't conſpire to beat all Scoundrels in Red 
but their own. 


d Tater Cherry. 
| Cher. Gone, and Martin here! I hope he did not 
| liſten; I wou'd have the Merit of the Diſcovery all my 
' own, becauſe I wou'd oblige him to love me. (Aſide.) 
Mr. Martin, who was that Man with my Father? 
Arch. Some Recruiting Serjeant, or whip'd out 
Trooper, I ſuppoſe. 
Cher. All's ſafe, I find. | 4 (Aſi de. 
Arch. Come, my Dear, have you con d over the 
Catechize I taught you laſt Night? | Cher, 
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Cher. Come, queſtion me. 
Arch. What is Love? 


Cher. Love is I know not what, it comes 


not how, and goes I know not when. 
Arch, Very well, an apt Scholar. 5 
ucks her under the Chin. 


(Ch 


Where does Love enter ? 


Cher, Into the Eyes. 


Cher, I won't tell'e. 


Arch, What are the Objects of that Paſſion ? 
Cher. Youth, Beauty and clean Linnen, 


Arch. The Reaſon ? 


Arch. And where go out 2 


47 


I know 


Cher. The two firſt are faſhionable in Nature, and 


the third at Court. 
_ Arch. That's my Dear: What are 
Tokens of that Paſſion ? 


the Sigrs ard 


Cher. A ſtealing Look, a ſtammering Tongue, 
Words improbable, Deſigns impoſſible, and Actions 


impracticable. | 


* 


Arch. That's my good Child, kiſs me. What 


mult a Lover do to obtain his Miſtreſs ? 

 _ Cher, He muſt adore the Perſon that difdains him, 
he muſt bribe the Chambermaid that betrays him, 
and court the Footman that laughs at him lle 

muſt, he muſt 


Arch. Nay, Child, I muſt whip you if you don't 
mind your Leſſon ; he muſt treat his 


Cher. O! ay, he muſt treat his Enemies wit 


h Re- 


ſpe, his Friends with Indifference, and all the World 


with Contempt; he mult ſuffer much and fear more 3 


he muſt deſire much, and hope little; in ſhort, he 


muſt embrace his Ruin, and throw him ſelf away. 
Arch. Had ever Man ſo hopeful a Pupil as mine? 


Come, my Dear, why is Love call'd a Riddle? 


Cher. Becauſe being blind, he leads thoſe that ſee, 


and tho' a Child, he governs a Man. | | 
Arch, Mighty well! — And why is Love pictur'd 
blind 2 | EY ber. 


Cher. 
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Cher. Becauſe the Pairters out of their Weakneſs 


or Priviledge of their Art chole to hide thoſe Eyes 


that they cou'd not draw. 


Arch. That's my dear little tcholar ki me again. 
And why ſhou'd Love, that's a Child, govern a Man? 


Cher. Becauſe that a Child is the end of Love. | 
Arch. And ſo ends Love's Catechiſm. — And now, 


my Dear, we'll go in and make my Maſter's Bed. 


Cher. Hold, hold, Mr. Martin, — Vou have taken 


a great deal of Pains to * me, and what d've 


think I have learnt by it 
Arch. What ? 
Cher. That your Diſcourſe ard your Habit are 


Contradictiors, and it wou'd be Nonſence i in me to 
believe you a Footman any longer. 


Arch, Oons, what a Witch it is! 


Cher. Depend upon this, Sir, nothing i in this Garb | 


Mall ever tempt me; for tho? I was born to Servitude, 
I hate it :==—=Own your Condition, ſwear you Love 
me, and then 

Arb. And chen we ſhall go make the Bed. 

Cher. Ves. 

Arch. Y ou muſt know then, that I am bare a Gen- 
tleman, my Education was liberal; but | went to Lon- 
don a younger Brother, fell into the Hands of Sharpers, 


v ho ſtript me of my Money, my Friends diſoan'd we, 


and row my Neceſſity brings me to what y cu ſee. 
(ber. Then take my Hand promiſc to marry 


me before you ſleep, and VII make you Maſtcr of two | 


thuuſrnd Pounds. 
Arch, How ! 


Cher. Two thouſand 8 that 1 have this Mi- 
nute in my own Cuſtody ; fo throw oft your Livery 


this Minute, and I'll go find a Parſon. 
Arch, M hat ſaid you ? a Farſon ! 
Cher. What! Do you ſcruple? _ 
Arch. Seraple No, no, bur two theuſand Pound, 


you ſay 


Cher. fe better, : Arch. 


A 
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Arch. Sdeath, what ſhall I do?—— But heark'e, 
Child, what need you make me Maſter of your ſelf 
and Money, when you may have the ſame Pleaſure 
out of me, and ſtill keep your Fortune in your Hands? 
Cher. Then you won't marry me ? 
Arch. I wou'd marry you bu. 
Cher, O ſweet, Sir, Pm your humble Seryant, 
you're fairly caught : Wou'd you perſwade me that 


any Gentleman who cou'd bear the Scandal of wears 


ing a Livery, wou'd refuſe two thouſand Pound, let 


the Condition be what it wou'd=——no, no, Sir 


but I hope you'll pardon the Freedom [ have taken, 


| ſince it was only to inform my ſelf of the Reſpe& that 


I ought to pay you. 


Arch. Fairly bit by Fupiter——hold, hold ; and 


have you actually two thouſand Pounds? 
Cher. Sir, I have my Secrets as well as you——— 


when you pleaſe to be more open I ſhall be more free, 


and be aflur'd I have Diſcoveries that will match 
yours, be what they will 
be ſatisfy'd that no Diſcovery I make ſhall ever hurt 
you, but beware of my Father... 


——o [n the mean while 


(Exit. - 
we're like to have as many Adyen- 

let me 
ſee—two thouſand Pounds ! If the Wench wou'd pro- 
miſe to die when the Money were ſpent, I gad, ore 
wou'd marry her; but the Fortune may go off in a 
Year or two, and the Wife may live——Lord knows 


Arch, So 


how long ! Then an Inn-Keeper's Daughter; ay, that's 
the Devil there my Pride brings me off. | 


For whatſoe'er the Sages chgrge on Pride, 

The Angels fall, and twenty Faults beſide, 
On Earth, Im ſure, 'mong us of mortal Calling, 
Pride ſaves Man oft, and Woman too from Jong 

of | | AI. 


The End of the Second A C T. 
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A C-1 HI. 
SCENE Lady Bountiful's Hove. 
Enter Mrs. Sullen, L Dorinda. 


Mrs. Sul. I IA, ha, ha, my dear Siſter, let me em- 
brace thee, now we are Friends in- 
Jred't for | ſhall have a Secret of yours, as a Pledge 


for mine now you'll be good for ſomething, I ſhall | 


| have you converſable in the Subjects of the Sex. 


Dor. But do you think that 1 am fo weak as to fa! 
in Love will a Fellow at firſt ſight ? 

Mrs. Sul. Pſhaw ! Now you ſpoil all, why ſhou d 
not we be as free in our Friendſhips as "the Men? 1 
warrant you, the Gentleman has got to his Confidert 
already, has avow'd his Paſſion, toaſted ycur Health, « 
call'd you ten thouſand Angels; has run over your 
Lips, Eyes, Neck, Shape, Air, and every thing, in a 
Deſcription that warms their Mirth to a ſecond En- 
joy ment. | 

Dor. Your Hand, Siſter, I a'r't well. 

Mrs. Sul. — breeding already come, 


Child, up with it hem a little ſo— row tell me, 
dont you like the Gentleman that we ſaw at Church 
juſt now? 


J 


Dor. The Mar's well enbugh, 
Mrs. Sul. Well enough! Is he not a Demi- Gcd, 


a Narciſſus, a Star, the Man i'the Moon? 


Dor. O Siſter, Pm extremely ill. 
Mrs, Sul. Shall | ſend to your Mother, Child, for 


A n of her Cephalick * to put to the Soles 


FP. 
e, 
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of your Feet? or ſhall I ſend to the Gentleman for 


ſomething for you ? Come, unlace your Stays, 

unboſome your ſelf——the Man is perfectly a pretty 

Fellow, I ſaw him when he firſt came into Church. 
Dor. I ſaw him too, Siſter, and with an Air that 


ſhone, methought like Rays about his Perſon. 


Mrs. Sul. Well ſaid, up with it. | 
Dor. No forward Coquet Behaviour, no Airs to 


ſet him off, no ſtudy'd Looks nor artful Poſture, 


but Nature did it all 
Mrs. Sul. Better and better 
| ceme | | 
Dor. But then his Looks did you obſerve 


one Touch more 


his Eyes? | 


Mrs. Sul. Yes, yes, 1 did his Eyes, well, 


what of his Eyes? 5 


Dor. Sprightly, but not wandring ; they ſeem'd to 
view, but never gaz'd on any thing but me—and 


then his Looks ſo humble were, and yet ſo noble, 


that they aim'd to tell me that he cou'd with Pride 
die at my Feet, tho' he ſcorn'd Slavery any where 
6 „ 
Mrs. Sul. The Phyſick works purely How 
d'ye find your ſelf now, my Dear? 1 5 - 
Dor. Hem! Much better, my Dear— O here 
comes our Mercury! (Enter Scrub.) Well, Scrub, 
what News of the Gentleman? - 
Scrub, Madam, I have brought you a Packet of 
News. | | 
Dor. Open it quickly, come. 5 
Scrub. In the firſt Place I enquir'd who the Gen- 


tleman was? They told me he was a Stranger. Se- 


condly, I ask'd what the Gentleman was? They an- 
ſwer'd and ſaid, That they never law him before. 


Thirdly, I enquir'd what Countryman he was? They 
reply'd, 'twas more than they knew. Fourthly, I de- 
manded whence he came? Their Anſwer was, they 


cou'd not tell. And fifthly, I ask'd whither he 
ne ag „„ 
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wert ? And they reply'd, they knew nothing of the 
Matter, — and this is all I cou'd learn. CE 
Mrs. Sul. But what do the People ſay ? Can't they | 
gueſs ? = | 
Scrub. Why ſome think he's a Spy, ſome gueſs 
he's a Mountebank; ſome ſay one thing, ſome ano- 
ther; but for my own part, I believe he's a Jeſuit ? 
Dor. A Jeſuit! Why a Jeſuit? 
Scrub. Becauſe he keeps his Horſes always read 
ſadd led, and his Footman talks French, 
Mrs. Sul. His Footman! | 
Scrub. Ay, he and the Count's Footman were gah- 
bering French like two intrigueing Ducks in a Mill- 
Pond, and I believe they talk'd of me, for they 
laugh'd conſumedly. „ 
Dor. What ſort of Livery has the Footman? 
Scrub Livery! Lord, Madam, I took him for a 
Captain, he's ſo bedizen'd with Lace, and then he 
has Tops to his Shoes, up to his mid Leg, a filyer 
headed Cane dangling at his Nuckles— he carries his 
Hands in his Pocket juſt ſo- (Walks in the 
1 French Air.) and has a fine long Perriwig ty'd up 
| in a Bag Lord, Madam, he's clear another 
14 ſort of Man than I. N . | 
it Mrs. Sul. That may eaſily be but what ſhall 
9 we do now, Siſter? | | | 
Dor. I have it=——This Fellow has a World of 
. Simplicity, and ſome Cunning, the firſt hides the lat - 
ter by abundance— Scrub. 
4 Ssoerub. Madam. 5 | 
br Dor. We have a great Mind to know who this 
=. Gentleman is, only for our Satis faction. 
* Scrub. Yes, Madam, it would be a Satisfaction, no 
„ee | „ 
Dor. You muſt go and get acquainted with his 
Footman, and invite him hither to drink a Bottle of 
| your Ale, becav ſt you're Butler to Day. _ 
1 Scrub. Yes, Madam, I am Butler every Sunday. 


underſtand the Mathematicks already 
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Mrs. Sul. O brave! Siſter, O' my Conſcience, you 
ü Tis the 
beſt Plot in the World; your Mother, you know, 
will be gone to Church, my Spouſe, will be got to 
tlie Ale-houſe with his Scoundrels, and the Hcuſe 


will be our on ſo we drop in by accident, and 
ask the Fellow ſome Queſtions our ſelves. In the 


Country, you know, any Stranger is Company, and 
we're glad to take up with the Butler in a Country 
Dance, ard happy if he'll do us the Favour. 

Scrub, Oh! Madam, you wrong me; I never re- 


ſus d your Ladyſhip the Favour in my Life. 


Enter Gipſey. | 
Gip. Ladies, Dinner's upon Table. 
Dor. Scrub, We'll excuſe your Waiting⁊æx p 60 
where we order'd you. 12 7 3 : 
Scrub. 1 ſnal'. | 


SCENE changes to the Inn. 


Enter Aimwell and Archer. 


Arch. Well, Tom, I find you're a Markſman. 
Aim. A Markſman! who ſo blind cou'd be, as not 
diſcern a Swan among the Ravers. | 
Arch, Well, but heark'e, Aimwe ll. „ 
Aim. Aimwell] call me Oroondates. C:ſtihio, A ma- 
dis, all that Romance can in a Lover pairt, and then 
FIl anſwer. O Archer, I read her thouſands in her 
Lcoks, the look d like Ceres in her Harveſt, Corn, 
Wine and Oil, Milk and Honey, Garders, Gt«.ves, 
and purling Streams, play'd on her plentcous t acc. 
Arch. Her Face! her Pocket, you mean; the 
Corn, Wine, and Oil, lies there. In ſhort, ſhe has 
ten thouſand Pound, that's the Engliſb ont. 
Aim. Her Eyes. : . 5 
Arch. Are Demi-Canors, to be ſure; fo I wont 


ſtand their Battery, (G 1 . 
| | | 42. 


(Exeunt. 


— 


Tofti da firg? | 
Arch, Pthaw ! damn your Raptures ; I tell you, 
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Aim. Pray, excuſe me, my Paſſion mult have vent. 


Arch. Paſhon! what a plague, d'ye think theſe 


 Romantick Airs will do our Buſineſs? Were my 
Temper as extravagant as yours, my Adventures 


have ſomething more Romantick by half. 
Arm. Your Adventures! 7 
Arch. Yes, the Nymph that with her twice ten 
hundred Pounds, | 


With brazen Engine bot, and Quoif clear ſtarch d, 5 

Can fire the Gueſt in warming of the Bed 4 | 
There's a touch of ſublime Milton for you, and the 
Subject but an Inn-kegper's Daughter: I can play 


with a Girl as an Angler does with his Fiſh; he keeps 


Enter Boniface. 


Bon. Mr. Martin, as the Saying is —Monders 
an honeſt Fellow below, my Lady Bount i ſul's Butler, 


it at the end of his Line, runs it up the Stream, and 
 downthe Stream till at laſt, he brings it to hand, tickles 
the Trout, and fo whips it into his Basket. 5 


who begs the Honour that you would go home with 


him and ſee his Cellar. = 75 
Arch. Do my Baiſemains to the Gentleman, and 
tell him I will do my ſelf the Honour to wait on 
him immediately. (Exit Boniface, 


Aim. What do I hear? ſoft Orpheus play, and fair 


here's a Pump going to be put into the Veſſel, and 
the Ship will get into Harbour, my Life an't. You 
ſay, there's another Lady very handſome there. 
Aim. Yes, faith. 

Arch, Im in love with her already. 


Aim. Can't you give me a Bill upon Cherry in 
the mean time. 5 | 


Arch, No, no, Friend, all her Corn, Wine and 
Oil, is ingroſs d to my Market. And _ more 
835 ae 


to the bottom. 


me before, I hope. 


85 
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I warn you, to keep your Anchorage clear of mine ; 
for if you fall foul on me, by this Light you ſhall go 
— What! make Prize of my 
little Frigate, while I am upon the Cruiſe for you. 
| (Exit. 


Euter Boniface, 


Aim. Well, well, I won't Land lord; 


have you any tolerable Company in the Houſe? I 
don t care for dining alone. . 


Bon. Yes, Sir, there's a Captain below, as the Say- 
ing is, that arriv'd about an Hour ago. 
Aim. Gentlemen of his Coat are welcome every 


where; will you make him a Compliment from me, 
 _ and tell him I ſhould be glad of his Company. 


Bon. Who ſhall I tell him, Sir, wou d. 


Aim. Ha! that Stroak was well thrown in - 


I'm only a Traveller, like himſelf, and wou'd be 


glad of his Company, that's all. 

Bon. I obey your Command, as the Saying is. (Exit. 
-  -.- "... "Pieter Ancher. - . 

Arch. *Sdeath! I had forgot; what Title will you 
give your ſelf? „ 
Aim. My Brother's to be ſure; he wou'd never 
give me any thing elſe, ſo Il] make bold with his Ho- 
nour this bout you know the reſt of your Cue. 
Arch. Ay, ay. 4 * 


Enter Gibbet. 


Gib. Sir, I'm yours. 


Aim. is more than I deſerve, Sir, for I don't 


mY F n't wonder at that, Sir, for you never ſaw 
2 5 1 ö r A 12 a 3 1 | | 
Gib. I dont wonde acne poets — 

Aim. And pray Sir, how came 1 by the Honour | 


of ſeeing you now? : 
Gib Sir, I ſcorn to intrude upon any Gentleman 


but my Land lord Aim. 


pr 
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Aim. O, Sir, Lask your Pardon, you're the Cap- 
tain he told me of. 

Gib. At your Service, Sir. 

Aim. What Regiment? may I be ſo bold ? . 

G1b. A marching Regiment, Sir, an old Corps. 

Aim. Very old, if your Coat: be Regimental, 
(Aſide.) You have ſery'd abroad, Sir. 

Cib. Yes, Sir, in the Plantations, *twas my Lot to 
be ſent in the worſt Service; I wou'd have quitted it 
indeed, but a Man of Honour, you know-———Be- 
ſid es, twas for the good of my Country that 1 ſhou'd 
be abroad Any thing for the good of one's Coup- 
try I'm a Roman tor that. 

Aim, One of the firſt, Pll lay my Life (Ade, ? 
You found the IWeſt- Indies yver hot, Sir. 

Gib. Ay, Sir, toc hot for me. 
Aim. Pray, Sir, ha'n't 1 ſeen your Face at wil 8 
Coffee - Houſe? 

Gib. Yes, Sir, and 2 at White's too. | 

Aim. And where is your Company now, Captain: 3 

Gib. They a' nt come yer...” 

Aim. Why, d'ye expect em nere? 

Gib. They'll be here to Night, Sir. 

Aim. Which way do they march? 92 

Go, A croſs the Country The Devil Sin't, if 
I hart ſaid enough to encourage him to declare 
but I'm afraid he's not right, 1 mult tack about. | 

Aim. is your Company to quarter in Litchfield: ? 

Gib. In this Houſe, Sir? - | 

Aim. What! all? 

Gib. My Company's but thin, ha, ha, ha, we: are 
but three, ha, ha, ha, | 

Aim. You're merry, Sir. 

Sib. Ay, Sir, you muſt excuſe me, . 1 under- 
ſtand the World, eſpecially the Art of Travelling : I 
don't care, Sir, for anſu ering Queſtions directly upon 
the Road ſor I generally * wich a * a- 
bout me. | — 


* 


1 
Cap 


are 


way men upon this 


Word, Sir, I dong think it ſafe to tell ye. 
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Aim. Three or four, I believe. ( Afide. 
Gb, I am credibly inform'd that there are High- 
ho pred not, Sir, that I cou'd 

ſuſpe& a Gentleman of your Figure But truly, 
Sir, I have got ſuch a way of Evaſion upon the 
Road, that I don't care for ſpeaking Truth to any | 
Aim. Your Caution may be neceſſary Then 


I preſume you're no Captain. 


Sib. Not l, Sir, Captain is a good travelling Name, 
and fo I take it; it ſtops a great many fooliſh Inqui- 
ries that are generally made about Gentlemen that 
travel; it gives a Man an Air of ſomething, and 
makes the Drawers obedient=——And thus far I am 
a Captain, and no farther, „„ 

Aim. And pray, Sir, what is your true Profeſſion? 

Gib. O, Sir, you muſt excuſe me upon my 


Aim. Ha, ha, ha, upon my Word, I commend you. 
Enter Boniface. 5 
Well, Mr. Boni face, what's the News? 5 
Bon. Theres another Gentleman below, as the 
Saying is, that hearing you were but two, wou'd be 


glad to make the third Man, if you would give him 


leave. N | 


* . 


tation, Sir. 


Aim, What is he? 
Bon. A Clergyman, as the Saying is. : 
Aim. A Clergyman! is he really a Clergyman ? 

or is it only his travelling Name, as my Eriend the 


Captain has it ? 


Bon. O, Sir, he's a Prieſt, and Chaplain to the 
French Officers in Town”  _- | 

Aim. Is he a Frenchman ? 

Bon. Yes, Sir, born at Bruſſels. | 
Sib. A Frenchman, and a Prieſt! I wo'n't be ſeen 
in his Company, Sir; I have a Value for my Repu- 
D 


+ 


Aim, 
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Aim. Nay, but Captain, ſince we are by our ſelves 
Can he ſpeak Engliſh, Land lord? 
Bon. Very well, Sir; you may know him, as the 
Saying is, to be a Foreigner by his Accent, and 
that's all. EE 
Aim. Then he has been in England before? 
Bon. Never, Sir; but he's a Maſter of Languages, 
as the Saying is; he talks Latin, it does me good to 
hear him talk Latin. _ Z 
Aim, Then you underſtand Latin, Mr. Boniface ? 
Bon. Not I, Sir, as the Saying is; but he talks it 
fo very faſt, that I'm ſure it muſt be good. 
Aim, Pray, deſire him to walk up. : 
Bon. Here he is, as the Sayipz is. \ Cha 
Enter Foigard, 
F.oͤ ig. Save you, Gentlemens both. : 
Aim. A Frenchman ! Sir, your moſt humble Ser- 
vant. N . 170 
Foig. Och, dear Joy, I am your moſt faithful 
Shervant, and yours alſho. PR „„ 
Gib. Doctor, you talk very good Eng li ſp, but you 
have a mighty Twarg of the Foreigne. 
Foig. My Engliſh is very vell tor the Vords, but 
we Foreigners, you know cannot bring our Tongues 
about the Pronunciation fo ſoon. „ 
Ain. A Foreigner! a downright Teague, by this 
Light. (Aſide.) Were you born in France, Doctor? 
Foig. I was educated in France, but I was borned 
at Bruſſels; I am a Subject of the King of Spain, Joy. 
Gib. What King of Spain, Sir? ſpeak. | 
Foig. ow my Shou], Joy, I cannot tell you as yet. 
Aim. Nay Captain, that was too hard upon the 
Doctor, he's a Stranger. 5 a 
Foig. O let him alone, dear Joy, I am of a Nati- 
on that is not eaſily put out of Countenance. 
Aim. Come, Gentlemen, I'll end the Diſpute 
| Here, Landlord, is Dinner ready? 


Bon, | 


8 | 
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\ 


m_— Bon. Upon the Table, as the Saying is. e 
the Aim. Gentlemen pray — that Door: 
fd Foig. No, no fait, the Captain muſt lead. 
Aim. No, Doctor, the Church is our Guide. 
Gib. Ay, ay, ſo it is. (Exit foremoſt, they follow. 
ge . 3 
4 8 8CENE changes to a Gallery in Lady 
1 Bountiful's Houſe. 5 
ce? | 
s it Enter Archer and Scrub ſinging, and hugging one a. 
notber; Scrub with a Tankard in bis Hand, Gip- 
ſey liſtning at a diſtance: „ 
FSaoerub. Tall, all, dal Come, my dear Boy — 
let's have that Song once more. as 
Arch. No, no, we ſhall diſturb the Family : —— 
TR But will you be ſure to keep the Secret? 
Scrub, Pho! upon my Honour, as I'm a Gentle- 
ful : man. „„ | 
Arxreb. Tis enough. You muſt know then, 
on Fat my Maſter is the Lord Viſcount Aimwell ; he 


fought a Duel tother Day in Zondon, wounded his 


Man ſo dangerouſly, that he thinks fit to withdraw. 
till he hears whether the Gentleman's Wounds be 


es mortal or not: He never was in this part of England 

EM be fore, ſo he choſe to retire to this Place, that's all. 

p _ Gip. And that's enough for me. = -- (Wait. © 

EL 0 ms. And where were you when your Maſter * 
$ Sn? 5 

Yo ö y = We never know of our Maſter's 2 

t. Scrub. No! if our Maſters in the Country here re- 


3 ceive a Challenge, the firſt thing they do, is to tell 
their Wives; the Wife tells the Servants, the Seryants 
alarm the Tenants, and in half an Hour, you ſhall 


5 have the whole County in Arms. | ET 
Arch. To hinder two Men from doing what they 
1 have no mind for But if you ſhould chance to 
, talk now of my Buſineſs! s 


D 2 Scrub, 


FU 
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Scrub. Talk ! ay, Sir, had I not learn'd the knack 
of holding my Tongue, I had never liv'd ſo long in 
a great Family. 5 | 
Arch. Ay, ay, to be ſure, there are Secrets in all 
Families. 1 | 
Scrub, Secrets, ay ;—but I'll ſay no more. Come, 
fit down, we'll make an end of our Tankard: Here 
Arch, With all my Heart; who knows but you 
and I may come to be better acquainted , eh Here's 
your Ladies Healths ; you have three, I think, and 
to be ſure there muſt be Secrets among em. ; 
Scrub. Secrets! Ay, Friend; I wiſh I had a Friend-- 
Afrob. Am not I your Friend? Come, you and I 
will be ſworn Brothers. 3 On 
Scrub. Shall we? ES 
Arch. From this Minute, Give me a Kiſs — And 
now Brother Scrub. 5 5 
Scrub. And now, Brother Martin, I will tell you 
a Secret that will make your Hair ſtand an end: 
You muſt know, that I am conſumedly in Love. 
Arch, That's a terrible Secret, that's the truth on't. 
Scrub. That Jade, Gipſey, that was with us juſt 
do in the Cellar, is the arranteſt Whore that ever 


| worea Petticoat; and I'm dying for Love of her. 


__ Arch, Ha, ha, ha Are you in Love with her 
| Perſon, or her Vertue, Brother Scrub ? | 
Scrub. [ſhould like Vertue beſt, becauſeit is moredu- 
rable than Beauty; for Vertue holds good with ſome 
Women long and many a Day after they have loſt it. 
Arch. In the Country, I grant ye, where no Wo- 
man's Vertue is loſt, till a Baſtard be found. 
Scrub. Ay, cou'd | bring her to a Baſtard, I ſhou'd 
have her all to my ſelf; but I dare not put it upon 
that Lay, for fear of being ſent for a Soldier.— 
Pray, Brother, how do you Gentlemen in London 
hike that fame Prefing Aa? 
Arch, Very ill, Brother Scrub; — Tis the worſt 
that eyer was made for us: — Formerly I 8 
WY OY — 5 a 
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ber the good Days, when we cou'd dun our Maſters 
for our Wages, and if they refuſed to pay us, we 


cou'd have a Warrant to carry em before a Juſtice 3 


but now if we talk of eating, they have a Warrant 
for us, and carry us before three ſuſtices. 

Scrub. And to be ſure we go, if we talk of eat- 
ing; for the Juſtices wo'n't give their own Servants a 
bad Example. Now this is my Misfortune L 
dare not ſpeak in the Houſe, while that Jade, Gipſey, 
dings about like a Fury Once I had the better 
end of the Staff, 5 

Arch. And how comes the Change now? 

Scrub. Why, the Mother of all his Miſchief is a 


; Prieſt. 


Arch. A Prieſt! | 
Scrub. Ay, a damn'd Son of a Whore of Babylon, 
that came over hither to ſay Grace to the French 
Officers, and eat up our Proviſions . here's not a 
Day goes over his Head without a Dinner or Supper 


| In this Houſe. 


Arch. How came he ſo familiar in the Family? 

Scrub. Becauſe he ſpeaks Engliſh as if he had liv'd 
here all his Life, and tells Lies as if he had been a 
Traveller from his Cradle. h 

Arch. And this Prieſt, I'm afraid, has converted 
the Affections of your Grpſey, 5 
Fcrub. Converted ! ay, and perverted, my Dear 
Friend — For I'm afraid, he has made her 
Whore and a Papiſt But this is not all; there's 
the French Count and Mrs. Sullen, they're in the 
Confederacy, and for ſome private Ends of their 


dyn to be ſure. 


Arch. A very hopeful Family yours, BrotherScrub; 
] ſuppoſe the Maiden Lady has her Lover too. 
Scrub, Not that I know-——She's the beſt on em, 
that's the Truth on't : But they take care to prevent 
my Curioſity, by giving me ſo much Buſineſs that 
Pm a perfect Slave. hat d'ye think is my Place 
in this Family? | | | 
ets ; D 3 Arch, 
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Arch Butler, I ſuppoſe. : 
Scrub. Ah, Lord help you I'll tell you Of 


Monday I drive the Coach, of a Tueſday I drive the | 


Plough, on Wedneſday I follow the Hounds, a Thurſ- 
day I dun the Tenants, on Friday I go to Market, on 
Saturday draw Warrants, and a Sunday I draw Beer. 

Arch. Ha, ha, ha! if Variety be a Pleaſure in Life, 
you have enough on't, my dear Brother But what 


Ladies are thoſe? 


Scrub. Ours, Ours ; that upon the right Hand is 


Mrs. Sullen, and the other Mrs. Derinda—_Don't 


mind 'em, fit ſtily Man— 
Enter Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda. 


Mrs. Sul. IL have heard my Brother talk of my 
Lord Aimwell, but they ſay that his Brother is the 
Aner Gentleman. = N | 

Dor. That's impoſſible, Siſter. — 

Mrs. Sul. He's vaſtly rich, and very cloſe, they ſay. 

Dor. No matter for that; if I can creep into his 
Heart, I'll open his Breaſt, I warrant him: I have 


heard ſay, that People may be gueſs'd at by the Be- 


haviour of their Seryants; I cou'd with we might 
talk to that Fellow. 5 . „„ 

Mrs. Sul. So do I; for I think, he's a very pretty 
Fellow : Come this way, I'll throw out a Lure for 
him preſently. 


¶ They walk a turn towardsthe oppoſite ſide of the Stage, 


Mrs. Sullen drops her Glove, Archer runs, takes it 
4p, and gives it to her.) „„ 
Arch, Corn, Wine and Oil indeed — But, I think, 
the Wife has the greateſt Plenty of Fleſh and Blood; 
the ſhould be my Choice Ay, ay, ſay you ſo 


Madam V our Lad yſhip's Glove. 


Mrs. Sul. O Sir, I thank you What 2 hand- 
ſome Bow the Fellow has? %%% ' ̃ oi 
Dor. Bow! Why I have known ſeveral Footmen 


come down from London, ſet up here for Dancing- 


Maſters , 


— 


Phy ficians for a Remedy again 
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Maſters,and carry off the beſt Fortunes in the Country. 
Arch. ( Afide.) That Project, for ought I know, 
had been better than ours, Brother Scrub Why don't 
you introduce me ? | | 
Scrub. Ladies, this is the ſtrange Gentleman's Ser. 
vant that you ſee at Church to Day ; I underſtood 
he came from London, and fo I invited him to the 
Cellar, that he might ſhew me the neweſt Flouriſh in 
whetting my Knives. 
Dor. And I hope you have made much of him? 
Arch. O yes, Madam, but the Strength of your La- 
dyſhip's Liquor is a little too potent for the Conſtitu- 
tion of your humble Servant. - 
Mrs. Sul. What then you don't uſually drink Ale? 
Arch. No, Madam, my conſtant Drink is Tea, or 
a little Wine and Water; tis preſcrib'd me by the 
| the Spleen. 
Scrub. Ola! Ola! A Footman have the Spleen. 
Mrs. Sul. I thought that Diſtemper had been only 
proper to People of Quality. 8 
Arch. Madam, like all other Faſhions it wears out, 


and ſo deſcends to their Servants; tho in a great ma- 


any of us, I believe, it proceeds from ſome melancho- 


ly Particles in the Blood, occaſion d by the Stagna- 
nation of Wages. 


Dor. How affectedly the Fellow talks How long, 


; pray, have you ſery'd your preſent Maſter? 


Arch. Not long; my Life has been moſtly ſpent in 
the Service of the Ladies. | 

Mrs. Sa J. And pray, which Service do you like beſt? 

Arch, Madam, the Ladies pay beſt; the Honour 


of ſerving them is ſufficient Wages; there is a Charm 
in their Looks that delivers a Pleaſure with their Com- 


a5 a Footman. © Mrs, Sul. 
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Mrs. Sul. | ſuppoſe you ſerv'd as Footman before: 
Arch. For that Reaſon I wou'd not ſerve in that 
Poſt __ for my Memory is too weak for the Load 
ages that the Ladies lay upon their Servants in 
London: My Lad y Homd ye, the laſt Miſtreſs I ſery'd, 
call'd me up one Morning, and told me, Martin, go 


to my Lady Allnigbt with my humble Service; tell 


her I was to wait on her Ladyſhip Yeſterday, and 
left word with Mrs. Rebecca, that the Preliminaries 
of the Affair ſhe knows of, are ſtopt till we know the 
Concurrence of the Perſon that I know of, for which 
there are Circumſtances wanting which we ſhall ac- 
commodate at the old Place; but that in the mean 
time there is a Perſon about her Ladyſhip, that from 
ſeveral Hints and Surmiſes, was acceflary at a certain 
time to the Diſappointments that naturally attend 


things, that to her Knowledge are of more Impor- 
ane: x ZM = 8 . | 


Mrs. Sul. J Ha, bi, ba where are you going,Sir 
Arch. Why, I ha'n't half done < The whole How- 
d'ye was about halt an Hour long; ſo happen d to 
miſplace two Syllables, and was turn'd and ren- 
der'd incapable.— | | | | 
Dor. The pleaſanteſt Fellow, Siſter, I ever ſaw. — 
But, Friend, if your Maſter be marry'd, I preſume . 
you till ſerve a Lady. rn 
Arch. No, Madam, I take care never to come in- 
to a marry'd Family; the Commands of the Maſter 


and Miſtreſs are always too contrary, that tis impoſ- 
ible ta pleaſe both. 5 


Dor. There's a main Point gain d. — My Lord is 
not marry d, I find. 5 | (Aſide. 
Mrs. Sul. But I wonder, Friend, that in ſo many 
good Services, you had not a better Proviſion made 
for you. | „ „%%%öͤ;ð7]1³5õẽG 
Arch. I dort know how, Madam. had a Lieu- 


tenancy offer'd me three or four times; but that is 
vot Bread, Madam Iliye much better as do. 


- pn Scrub. 


like this Fellow better in a Deſign upon my ſelf. 
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Scrub. Madam, he ſings rarely I was thought to 
do pretty well here in the Country till he came ; but 


alack a day, I'm nothing to my Brother Martin. 
Dor. Does he? Pray, Sir, will you oblige us with 


a Song?” . 


Arch, Are you for Paſhon or Humour? 
Scrub, O le! He has the pureſt Ballad about 2 


Trifle. 7 


Mrs. Sal. A Trifle ! pray Sir, let's have it. 
Arch. I'm aſham'd to offer you a Trifle, Madam: 
But ſince you command me. | 
(Sings to the Tune of Sir Simon the King. 
A trifling Song you ſhall hear, 
Begun with a Trifle and ended, &c. 
Mrs. Sul. Very well, Sir, we're oblig'd to you 


Something for a pair of Gloves. (Offering bim Money. 


Arch. I humbly beg leave to be excuſed : My Ma- 
ſter, Madam, pays me; nor dare I take Money from 


| any other Hand, without injuring his Honour, and 


diſobeying his Commands. (Exzt. 
Dor. This is ſurprizing : Did you eyer ſee ſo pret- 


oF .3 well-bred Fellow ? 


Mrs. Sul. The Devil take him for wearing that 
Livery. „ 8 
Dor. I fancy, Siſter, he may be ſome Gentleman, 


| a Friend of my Lord's, that his Lordſhip has pitch d 


upon for his Courage, Fidelity and Diſcretion, to 


bear him Company in this Dreſs, and who ten to one 
was his Second. 


Mrs. Sul. It is fo, it muſt be ſo, and it ſhall be ſo— 
For I like him. 
Dor. What! better than the Count? | 5 
Mrs. Sul. The Count happen'd to be the moſt agree- 


| able Man upon the Place; and fo I choſe him to ſerve 


me in my Deſign upon my Husband. But I ſhou'd 


h this 


Dor. But now, Siſter, for an Interview wit Sear 
e rd 
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Lord and this Gentleman; how ſhall we bring chat 
about ? 
Mrs. Sul. Patience | You Country Ladies give no | 
Quarter, if once you be enter'd Wou'd you pre - 
vent their Deſires, and give the Fellows no wiſhing | 
time._.Look'e Dorinda, if my Lord Aimwell Loves 


vou or deſerves you, he'll find a way to ſee you, and 


there we muſt leave it My Bufineſs comes now up- 
on the Tapis. Have you prepar'd your Brother? 
Dor. Yes, yes. 
Mrs. Sul. And how did he reliſh it ? 
Dor. He ſaid little, numbled ſomething to himſelf, 
promis d to be guided by me: But here he comes. 


Enter Sullen. 


Sul. What ſingin ng was that I heard juſt ne now ? 
Mrs. Saul. The fanging in your Head, my n 


you complain'd of it all Day. 


Sul. You're impertinent. 
Mrs. Su}. I was ever ſo, ſince [ became one Fleſh | 
with you. | 
Sul. One Fleſh ! Rather two Carcaſſes j Join d un- 
naturally together. 

Mrs. Sul. Or rather a living Soul coupled to a 

dead Body. 

Dor. So, this is fine Encouragement for me! 
Sul. Ves, my Wife ſhews you what you muſt do. 
Mrs. Sal. And my Husband ſhews you what you 

mult ſuffer. | 

Sul. Sdeath why can't you be ſilent? 

Mrs. Sul. Sdeath, why can't you talk? 

Sul. Do you talk to any purpoſe? 

Mrs. Sal. Do you think to any purpoſe : > | 

Sul. Siſter, heark'e 3 (Whiſpers. I ma n't be home 

till it be late. 1006 

Mrs. Sul. What did he whiſper to ye? ? | 
Dor. That he wou'd go round the Back- way, come 


into the Cloſer, and 1 as I directed — 
| d 


among 
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let me beg you once more, dear Siſter, to drop this 
Project; for, as I told you before, inſtead of awaking 
him to Kindneſs, you may provoke him to Rage; and 
then who knows how far his Brutality may carry him? 

Mrs. Sul. I'm provided to receive him, I warrantyou: 


But here comes the Count, vaniſh (Exit Dorinda. | 


Enter Count Bellair. 


Don't you wonder, Monſieur le Count, that I was not 


at Church this Afternoon ? 
Count. | more wonder, Madam, that you go dere 
at all, or how you dare lift thoſe Eyes to Heaven 


that are guilty of ſo much killing. 


Mrs. Sul. If Heaven, Sir, has given to my Eyes 
with the Power of killing the Vertue of making a 


Cure, I 1 7 the one may atone for the other. 


Count. O largely, Madam, wou'd your Ladyſhip 
be as ready to apply the Remedy, as to give the 
Wound _. Conſider, Madam, I am doubly a Priſoner ; 
frſt to the Arms of your General, then to your more 
conquering Eyes; my firſt Chains are eaſie, there a 
Ranſom may redeem me, but from your Fetters I ne- 


5 ver ſhall get fre. 


Mrs. Sul. Alas, Sir! Why ſhou'd you complain to 
me of your Captivity, who am in Chains my ſelf ? 
You know, Sir, that I am bound, nay, muſt be tied 
up in that particular that might give you eaſe: lam 
like you, a Priſoner of War. of War indeed 
I have given my Parole of Honour; wou d you break 
yours to gain your Liberty ? | 3 

Count. Moſt certainly I wou re I a Priſoner 
the Turks; dis is your Caſe, ybu're a Slave, 
Madam, Slave to the worſt of Turks; a Hus 
Mrs. Sul. There lies my Foible, | confeſs; no For- 


tifications, no Courage, Conduct, nor Vigilancy, can 


2 to defend a Place, where the Cruelty of the 


| Governor forces the Garriſon to Mutiny. 


_ Count, And where de Beſieger is reſolv d to die 
8 ; Po Eno before 
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before de Place — Here will I fix; (Kneels.) with 
Tears, Vows and Prayers aſſault your Heart, and ne- 
ver riſe till you ſurrender; or if I muſt ſtorm — Love | 
And fo I begin the Attack 
Mrs. Sul. Stand off. ſure he hears me not— | 
he did not the 
Fellow makes Love very prettily. (Aſide.) But, Sir, 


And I cou'd almoſt wiſh 


why ſhou'd you put ſuch a Value upon my Perſon, 


when you ſee it deſpis'd by one that knows it ſo much 


bercer? -- . 
Count. He knows it not, tho he poſſeſſes it; if he 
but knew the Value of the Jewel he is Maſter of, he 
wou'd always wear it next his Heart, and ſleep with 
it in his Arms. | 5 | 
Mrs. Sul. But ſince he throws me unregarded from 


Count. And one that knows your Value well, comes 


by, and takes you up, is it not Juſtice ? 


(Goes to lay hold on her. 


Enter Sullen with his Sword drawn. 
Sul. Hold, Villain, hold. 


Mrs. Sul. (Preſenting @ Piſtol.) Do you hold ? _ 


Sul. What! Murther your Husband, to defend 
your Bully? J 

Mrs. Sul. Bully! For ſname, Mr. Sullen, Bullies 
wear long Swords, the Gentleman has none; he's a 
Priſoner, you know. I was aware of your Outrage, 


bocca 
of this other Gentleman. N EO 
Count. O Madam, your Eyes be better Fire Arms 
than your Piſtol, they never miſs. 1 
Sul. What! court my Wife to my Face! 
Mrs. Sul. Pray, Mr. Sullen, put up, ſuſpend your 
Fury for a Minute, i, 
Sul. To give time to invent an Excuſe, 
Mrs. Sul. I need none. FER 


and prepar'd this to receive your Violence; and, if 
Fon were, to preſerye my ſelf againſt the Force 


4 


ul. | 


; 
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Sal. No, for I heard every Syllable of your Dis- 
courſe, | | 


Count. Ay! And begar, I tink de Dialogue was | 


vera pretty. 


Mrs. Sul. Then, I ſuppoſe, Sir, you heard ſome- 


thing of your own Barbarity? 


Sul. Barbarity ! Oons what does the Woman call 
Barbarity ? Do I ever meddle with you? 
Mrs. Sul. No. „„ | 
Sul. As for you, Sir, I ſhall take another time. 
Count. Ah, begar, ſo muſt I. | 
Sul. Look'e, Madam, don't think that my Anger 


3 proceeds from any Concern I have for your Honour, 


but for my own; and if you can cortrive any way 

of being a Whore without making me a Cuckold, do 

it and welcome. ns | ; 
Mrs. Sul. Sir, I thank you kindly, you wou'd al- 


low me the Sin but rob me of the Pleaſure. No, no, 


I'm reſolv'd never to venture upon the Crime with- 
out the Satisfaction of ſeeing you puniſh'd for't. 
Sul. Then will you grant me this, my Dear? Let 


any Body elſe do you the Favour but that French- 


man, for I mortally hate his whole Generation. (Exit. 
Count. Ah, Sir, that be ungrateful, for begar, 1 

iove ſome of yours; Madam———( Approaching her. 

Mrs. Sul. No, Sir * 
Count. No, Sir - —Garzoon, Madam, I am 


not your Husband. 


Mrs. Sal. Tis time to undeceive you, Sir. 
I beliey'd your Addreſſes to me were no more than 
an Amuſement, and I hope you will think the ſame 
of my Complaiſance 3 and to convince you that yore 


ought, you muſt know, that I brought you hither 


only to make you inſtrumental in ſetting me right 


with my Husband, for he was planted to liſten by my | 


Appointment. 
Count. By your appointment ? 
Mrs. Sal. Certainly, 
| Count. 
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Count. And ſo, Madam, while I was telling twen. 
ty Stories to part you from your Husband, begar, I 
was bringing you together all the while. 

Mrs. Sul. Lask your Pardon, Sir; but I hope this 
will give you a Taſte of the Virtue of the Engl:ſh 

Ladies | —— | | 

Count. Begar, Madam your Virtue be vera great, 
but Garzoon, your Honeſte be vera little. | 


Enter Dorinda. 


Mrs. Sul. Nay, now you're angry, Sir. 
Count. Angry! Fair Dorinda (Sings Dorinda 2he 
Opera Tune, and addreſſes to Dorinda.) Madam, when 
your Ladyſhip wants a Fool, ſend for me, Fair Do- 
renda Revenge, Ke. Su. SO 
Mrs. Sul. There goes the true Humour of his Na- 
tion, Reſentment with good Manners, and the height 
of Anger in a Song Well, Siſter, you muſt be 
| Judge, for you have heard the Trial. 3 
Vor. And I bring in my Brother guilty. 

Mrs. Sul. But I muſt bear the Puniſhment —— 
Tis hard, Siſter. g 5 „„ 
Dor. I own it — but you muſt have Patience. 

N lrs. Sal. Patience! The Cant of Cuſtom — 
Providence ſends no Evil without a Remedy — ſhou'd 

I lie 2 under a Yoke I can ſhake off, I were 
_ acceſlary to my Ruin, and my Patierte were no bet- 
ter than ſelf-Murther, | 

Dor. But how can you ſhake off the Y oke-=— 
Your Diviſions don't come within the Reach of the 
Law, for a Divorce. Nr | 

Mrs. Sal. Law! What Law can ſearch into the re- 
mote Abyſs of Nature, what Evidence can prove the 
unaccountable Diſaffe&tions of Wedlock ? Can 
a Jury ſum up the endleſs Averſions that are rooted 
in our Souls, or can a Bench give Judgment upon 
Axtipathics ? 


Dor. : 
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Dor. They never pretended, Siſter, they never 

meddle, but in caſe of Uncleanneſs. 5 

Mrs. Sul. Uncleanneſs ! O Siſter ! Caſual Violati. 

on is a tranſient Injury, and may poſſibly be repair'd, 
but can radical Hatreds be ever reconcil'd ?2 N 


no, Siſter, Nature is the firſt Law-giver, and when 
| ſhe has ſet Tempers oppoſite, not all the golden Links 


of Wedlock, nor Iron Manacles of Law can keep 
em faſt. 8 
Wedlock we own ordain d by Heaven's Decree, 
But ſuch as Heaven ordain'd it firſt to be, 
Concurring Tempers in the Man and Wife, 
As mutual Helps to draw the Load of Life. 
View all the Works of. Providence above, 
The :tars with Harmony and Concord move; 
View all the Works of Providence below, 
The Fire, the Water, Earth and Air we know, 
All in one Plant agree to make it grow. 
Muſt Man, the chiefeſt Work + Art Divine, 
Be doom d in endleſs Diſcord to repine ? 
No, we ſhould injure Heaven by that ſurmiſe; 
Onni potence is juſt, were Man but wiſe. 


The End of the Third ACT. 
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ACT IV. 
S CE N EC continues. 
Enter Mrs. Sullen. 


Mes. gal. XXV E RE I born an humble Turk, where 


Women have no Soul nor Property, 
there I muſt fit contented But in England, a 


Country whoſe Women are its Glory, muſt Women 
de abus d? Where Women rule, muſt Women be en- 
ſlay' d? Nay, cheated into Slavery? mock'd by a 

2 . Promiſe 


_ your Husband! 
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Promiſe of comfortable Society into a Wilderneſs of 


Solitude? [ dare not keep the Thought about 
me O] here comes ſomething to divert me 
Enter a Country Woman, 
Wom. I come, ar't pleaſe your Lady ſhip; you're 

my Lady Bountifal, ant ye! 3 
Mrs. Sul. Well, good Woman, go on. 
Mom. I come ſeventeen long Maii to have a Cure 


for my Husband's fore Leg. 
Mrs. Sul. Your Husband ! What, Woman cure 


om. Ay, poor Man, for his fore Leg won't let 
him ſtir from home. | ns ” 
Mrs. Sal. There, I confeſs, yon have given me 
2 Reaſon, Well good Woman, [I'll tell you what 
vou muſt dow——Y ou muſt lay your Husband's Leg 
upon a Table, and with a Choppirg-Knife you mult. 
day it open as broad as you can, then you muſt taie_ 
out the Bone, and beat the Fleſh ſoundly with a Rol- 


ling-pin, then take Salt, Pepper, Cloves, Mace and 


Ginger, ſame Sweet-Herbs, and ſeaſon it very well, 
then roll it up like a Brawn, and put it into the Oven 
for two Hours. | En 
Nom. Heaven reward your Lad y ſhip—— I have 
two little Babies too that are pitious bad with the 
.Graips, a'n't pleaſe ye, DE IND 
Mrs. Sul. Putalittle Pepper ard Salt in their Bel - 
lies, good Woman. (Enter Lady Bourtiful) I beg 
your Ladyſhip's Pardon for taking your Euſineſs out 
of your Hands, I have been a tampering here a little 
with one of your Patients, . 
L. Boun. Come, good Woman, don't mind this 
mad Creature; I am the Perſon that you wart, I 
ſuppoſe What wou'd you have, Moman? 
Mrs. Sul. She wants ſomething for her Husband's 
ſore Leg. „ . . 
L. Bean. What's the matter with his Leg, Goody ? 

= 8 om. 
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om. It came firſt, as one might ſay, with a ſort of 
Dizzineſs in his Foot, then he had a kind of Lazi- 
neſs in his Joints, and then his Leg broke out, and 
then it ſwelPd, and then it clos'd again, and then it 
broke out again, and then it feſter'd, and thenit grew 
better, and then it grew Worſe again. 

Mrs. Sul. Ha, ha, ha. > | 
L. Boun. How can you be merry with the Misfor- 
tunes of other People? | | 
Mes, Sul. Becauſe my own make me ſad, Madam.“ 

L. Boun. The worſt Reaſon in the World, Daugh- 
ter; your own Misfortunes ſhould teach you to pity 
others. 5 „„ 

Mrs. Sal. But the Woman's Misfortunes and mine 

are nothing alike; her Husband is ſick, and mine, 
alas! is in Health. V 
4 b Boun. What! wou'd you wiſh your Husband 
| © OS * | 

Mrs. Sul. Not of a fore Leg of all things. 
L. Bown. Well, good Woman, go to the Pantry, 
get your Belly-full of Victuals, then I'll give you a 
Receipt of Diet-drink for your Husband - But d"ye 
hear, Goody, you muſt not let your Husband move 
too much. 2 — . 3 

Vom. No, no, Madam, the poor Man's inclinable 
enough to lie ſtill. Tn 5 8 
I.. Boan. Well, Daughter Sullen, tho' you laugh, 
J have done Miracles about the Country here with 
my Receipts, Ss | 

Mrs. Sul. Miracles indeed, if they have cur'd any 
body; but I believe, Madam, the Patient's Faith goes 
farther toward the Miracle than your Preſcription. 

L. Boun. Fancy helps in ſome Caſes; but there's 
your Husband, who has as little Fancy as any body, 
I brought him from Death's Door. 3 
Mrs. Sl. I ſuppoſe, Madam, you made him drink 
plentifully of Aſs's Milk. Ts 
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Enter Dorinda, runs to Mrs. Sullen. 
Dor. News, dear Siſter, News, News. 

Enter Archer running. 


Arch. Where, where is my Lady Bountiful ? - 
Pray, which is the old Lady of you three? 

L. Boun. I am. 

Arch. O, Madam, the Fame of your Ladyſhip's 
Charity, Goodneſs, Benevolence, Skill and Ability 
have drawn me hither to implore your Ladyſhip's 
Help in behalf of my unfortunate Maſter, who is this 
Moment breathing his laſt. | 

L. Boun. Your Maſter! where is he? | 


and walking up the Avenue within five Paces of the 
Court-Yard, he was taken ill of a ſudden with a fort 


of I know not what, but down he fell, and there hs | 


lies, | 


L. Boun. Here, Scrub, Gipſey, all run, get my eaſie 
Chair down Stairs, put the Gentleman in it, and 


bring him in-quickly, quickly. | 5 
Arch. Heaven will reward your Lady ſhip for this 

charitable Act. | Ee 
L. Boun. Is your Maſter us'd to theſe Fits? 


Arch, O yes, Madam, frequently ——— have 


known him have five or ſix of a Night. 
IL. Boun. What's his Name? 1 


Arch. Lord, Madam, he's a dying; a Minutes 


Care or Neglect may ſave or deſtroy his Life. 


L. Boun. Ab, poor Gentleman; come, Friend ſhew 


me the way; I'll ſee him brought in my ſelf. 


(Exit with Archer. 


Dor. O, Siſter, my Heart flutters about ſtrangely, 
I can hardly forbear running to his Aſſiſtance, 
Mrs. Sul. Ard I'll lay my Lite, he deſerves your 
Aſſiſtance more than he wants it: Did not tell you 
that my Lord wou'd find a way to come * 208 p 
| Loe s 


Arch, At your Gate, Madam, drawn by the Ap- 1 
pearance of your handſome Houſe to view it nearer, 
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Love's his Diſtemper, and you muſt be the Phyſi- 
clan; put on all your Charms, ſummon all your 
Fire into your Eyes, plant the whole Artillery of 


your Looks againſt his Breaſt, and down with him. 


Dor. O, Siſter, I'm but a young Gunner, I ſhall 
be afraid to ſhoot, for fear the Piece ſhou'd recoil, 
and hurt my ſelf, | 
Mrs. Sul. Never fear, you ſhall ſee me ſhoot be- 
fore you, if you will. | 
Dor. No, no, dear Siſter, you have miſs'd your 
Mark ſo unfortunately, that I ſha'n't care for being 

inſtructed by you. | 5 
Enter Aimwell in a Chair, carry'd by Archer and 

Scrub, Lady Bountiful, Gipſey. Aimwell counter- 

feiting a Swoon. | 

L. Boun. Here, here, let's ſee the Hartſhorn Drops 
_ =—Gipſcy, a Glaſs of fair Water, his Fit's very ſtrong. 
—bhleſs me, how his Hands are clinch'd. 
Arch. For ſhame, Ladies, what d'ye do? why 
dont you help us? - Pray, Madam, (To Dorinda.) 
take his Hand, and open it, if you can, whilſt 1 
hold his Head. (Dorinda takes hs Hand. 
Dor. Poor Gentleman———Oh——he has got my 
Hard within his, and ſqueezes it unmercifully——— 

L. Boun. Tis the Violence of his Convulſion, Child. 
Arch. O, Madam, he's perfectly poſſeſs'd in theſe 
_ Caſes —he'll bite you it you don't have a care. 
Dor. Oh, my Hand, my Hand. | 

L. Boun. What's the matter with the fooliſh Girl? 
| I have got this Hand open you ſee with a great deal 
of eaſe, On ns Wy 
Arch. Ay, but Madam, your Daughter's Hand is 
| ſomewhat warmer than your Ladyſhips, and the 
Heat of it draws the Force of the Spirits that way. 

Mrs. Fil. I find, Friend, you're very learned in 
theſe ſorts of Fits. < BH 

Arch, Tis no wonder, Madam, for Im often 

JJ ͤ re TIES. — 
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troubled with them my ſelf; I find my ſelf extreme- 
ly ill at this Minute. | 
0 Looking hard at Mrs. Suſien. 
Mrs. Sul. ( Aſide.) I tancy I cou'd find a way te 
cure you. 
L. Boun. His Fit holds him very long. 
Arch. Longer than uſual, Madam, — Pray, young 
Lady, open his Breaſt, and give him Air. 
L. Bon. Where did his llineſs take him firſt pray? 2 
Arch, To Day at Church, Madam. 
L. Boun. In what manner was he taken? 
_ Arch, Very ſtrangely, my Lady. He was ofa ſud- 
den touch'd with ſomething in his Eyes, which at 


the firſt he only felt, but cou'd not tell whether 'twas | 


Pain or Pleaſure. 
L. Boun. Wind, nothing but Wind. 
Arch. By ſoft Degrees i it grew and mounted to his 
Brain, there his Fancy caught it; there form'd it ſo 
beautiful, and dreſs'd it up in ſuch gay, pleaſing Co- 
lours, that his cranſported Appetite ſeizd the fair 
Idea, and ſtraight convey'd it to his Heart. That 
hoſpitable Set of Life ſent all its ſanguine Spirits 
forth to meet, and open'd all its ſluicy Gates to take 
the Stranger in. 
L. Boun. Your Maſter ſhou'd never go without a. 
Bottle to (mel! to- Oh he recovers — the Lavender- 
Water ſome Feathers to burn under his Noſe. 
Hangary Water to rub his hy Ss he comes 
to himſelf. Hem a little, Sir, hem- 
bring the Cordial- Water. ; 


=Gipſey, | 


(Aimwell ſeems to awake in amazes. | 


Dor. How d'ye, Sir? 

Aim. Where am? (Riſing. 

Sure I have paſs d the Gulph of ſilent Death, 
And now I land on the Eliſian ore _ 
Behold the Goddeſs of thoſe happy Plains, 
Fair Proſerpine let me adore thy bright Divi- 
nity. ( Knee is to nne and kiſſ: er Hand. 


Mrs. 


ral in your Diſtemper | 
Phyſick. | ; 
IL. Bon. Come, Sir, your Servant has been telling 
me, that you're apt to relapſe, if you go into the 
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way Sul. So, ſo, fo, I knew where the Fit wou'd 
end. 
Aim. Euridice perhaps 
How cou'd thy Orpheus keep his Word, 
And not look back upon thee ; | 
W ag but thy ſelf cou'd ſure have brib'd 
him 
Io lock one Minute off thee. 
L. Boun. Delirious, poor Gentleman. | 
Arch, Very delirious, Madam, very delirious. 
Aim. Martin's Voice, I think. 
Arch. Yes, my Lord ©. How do's your Lordſhip * 
L. Boun. Lord! did you mind that Girls? 
Aim, Where am 1? 8 
Arch, In very good Hands, Sir. Lou were 
taken juſt now with one of your old Fits, under t he 


Trees, juſt by this good Lady's Houſe, her Ladyſhip 
had taken you in, and has miraculouſly brought you 
to your ſelf, as you fee: EE: 
Ain. I am ſo confounded with Shame, Madam, 
that J can now only beg Pardon 
Acknowledgments for your Ladyſhips Care, till an 


And refer my 


Opportunity offers of making ſome Amends—— 1 


dare be no longer troubleſome Martin, give two 
| Guineas to the Servants. | 


| (Going. 
Dor. Sir you may catch cold by going fo ſoon ſhto 
the Air; you don't look, Sir, as if you were perfeq- 
ly recovered. | „ | 
(Here Archer talks to Lady Bountiful in dumb ſhe w. 
Aim. That I ſhall never be, Madam; my preſent 


Ilneſs is ſo rooted, that I muſt expect to carry it to 


my Grave. > 1 
Mrs. Sal. Don't —_— Sir, I have known ſeve- 


Air=—Y our good Manners ſha'n't get the better ol 
N | ey ours 


cl 
* 
78 
4 j 
K 
£ i! 
ba, © 
4 
ly 
1 
Ma 
14 
"#7 * 


ke it off, with a Fortnight 's 


oo ewe 


= == rr 


— - T ©... 
2 - NR 


58 The Beaux Stratagem. 


ours — You ſhall fit down again, Sir: Come, Sir, 
we don't mind Ceremonies in the Country: — Here, 
Sir, my Service t'ye Mou ſhall taſte my Water; tis 


2 Cordial I can aſſure you, and of my own making 


Drink it off, Sir : (Aimwell drinks.) And how d'ye 
find your ſelf, now, Sir? 
Aim. Somewhat better tho” very faint ſtil). 


L. Boun. Ay, ay, People are always faint after theſe | 
Fits, — Come, Girls, you ſhall ſhew the Gentle- | 


man the Houſe ; tis but an old Family Building, Sir, 
but you had better walk about, and cool by degrees, 


than venture immediately into the Air, ——ÞY ou'll | 


find ſome tolerable Pictures. Dorinda, ſhew the 


Gentleman the way; I muſt go to the poor Woman 
below. os (it. 


Dor. This way Sir. 


Aim. Ladies, ſhall I beg leave for my Servant to | 


wait on you, for he underſtands Pictures very well. 


Mrs. Sul. Sir, we underſtand Originals, as well as 


he do's Pictures, ſo he may come along. 


(Ex. Dor. Mrs. Sull. Aim. Arch. Aim. leads Dor, | 


Enter Foigard and Scrub, meeting. 
Foig. Save you, Maſter Scrub. 


Serub. Sir, | won't be ſav'd your way -I hate 2 
Peſt, I abhor the French and I defie the Devil. 
Sir, I'm a bold Briton, and will ſpill the laſt drop of | 


my Blood to keep out Popery and Slavery. 


Foig. Maſter Scrub, you wou'd put me down in 
Politicks, and ſo I wou'd be ſpeaking with Mrs. 


Gipſey. 


| Scrub. Good Mr. Prieſt, you can't ſpeak with her; 
fhe's ſick, Sir, ſhe's gone abroad, Sir; ſhe's=———dead | 


two Months ago, Sir. £ 
Euter Gipſey. 


_ Gzp. How, now Impudence ! How dare you talk 


i ſaucily to the Doctor? Pray, Sir, don't take it 


2; 


A 


and the Prieſt on t'other :- 
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ill; ſor the Common People of England are not ſo 
civil to Strangers, as 
Scrub. You lye, you lye; 


Grp. Sirrah, I 
out, | ſay. | 

Scrub. I won't. = 

Gip. You won't, Sauce-box- Pray, Doctor, 
what is the Captain's Name that came to your Inn 
laſt Night? | 

Scrub. The Captain ! ah, the Devil, there ſhe ham- 
pers me again ;— The Captain has me one one ſide, 
So between the Gown 
and the Sword, I have a fine time on't=——But, 


have a good mind to Get you 


Cedant Arms toga. | | (Gong. 


Gzp, What, Sirrah, wo'nt you march? 
Scrub. No, my Dear, I wo'n't march——hut I'll 


Walk — Ard l' make bold to liſten a little too. 
(Goes behind the Side-Scene, and liſtens. 


 Gip. Indeed, Doctor, the Count has been barba- 
rouſly treated, that's the Truth on't. 


Foig. Ah, Mrs. Gzpſey, upon my Shoul, now, Gra, 


his Complainings would mollifie the Marrow in your 


Bones, and move the Bowels of your Commiſeration; 
he veeps, and he dances, and he fiſtles, and he ſwears, 


and he laughs, and he ſtamps, and he fings: In con- 
cluſion, Joy, he's afflicted, « Ja Frangozs, and a Stran- 


ger wou'd not know whider to cry, or to laugh with 


SGi. What wou d you have me do, Doctor? 


- 


Mrs. Sullen's Cloſet, when it is dark. 
 Gip. Nothing! Is that nothing? It wou'd be both 
| a Sin and a Shame, Doctor. - 5 
Fog. Here is twenty Lewidores, Joy, for your 
Shams; and I will give you an Abſolution for the 


Shin. 


tis the Common 
People that are civilleſt to Srangers. 
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Gip. But wo'n't that Money look like a Bribe ? 
Fog. Dat is according as you ſhall tauk it.— 


If you receive the Money before-hand, *twill be Lo- 


gice a Brib:; but if you ſtay till afterwards, *rwill be 
only a Gratification. 1 

Gip. Well, Doctor, III take it Zogzce, — But what 
muſt Ido with my Conſcience, Sir? N 


Foig. Leave dat vid me, Joy; I am your Prieſt, 


Gra; and your Conſcience is under my Hands. 
Gip. But ſhou'd I put the Count in the Cloſet — 


Forg. Vell, is there any Shin for a Man's being in 


a Clothet ? one may go to Prayers in a Cloſhet. 
Gip, But if the Lady ſhou'd come into her Cham- 
ber, and go to Bed ; 


. Foig. Vel, and is dere any Shin in going to Bed 


| + 


 Gip. Ay, but if the Parties ſhou'd meet, Doc- | 


tor? 3 : 
Foig. Vel den———the Parties muſt he reſponſable. 

— you be gone after putting the Es 

the Cloſhet; and leave the Shins wid themſelves 

I will come with the Count, to inſtruct you in your 

Chamber. . „ 

Gip. Well, Doctor, your Religion is ſo pure 

Met hinks I'm fo eaſie after an Abſolution, and can 

fin afreſh with ſo much Security, that I'm reſoly'd to 


die a Martyr to't. Here's the Key of the Gar- 


_ den-door; come in the back-way, when 'tis late——— 
I'll be ready to receive you; but don't ſo much as 
Y age only take hold of my Hard; 111 lead you, 
and do 

Enter Scrub. 


Scrub. What Witchcraft now have theſe two Imps 


of the Devil been a hatching here? There's twen. 


ty Tewi dores; I heard that, and ſaw the Purſe: But 
1 muſt give room to my Betters. 5 


unt in 


you lead the Count, and follow me. (Exeunt, 


Euter 


tl 
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Enter Aimwell leading Dorinda, and making Tove 
| in dumb Shem—— Mrs, Sull. and Archer, 
Mrs. Sul. Pray, Sir, (To Archer.) how d'ye like 
| that Piece? | en” | 
Arch. O, *tis Leda——You find, Madam, how 
Jupiter comes diſguis d to make Loye =m=—_ ũò !“ 
Mrs. Sul. But what think you there of Alexan- 
 der's Battles? 5 5 
Arch. We want only a Te Brun, Madam, todraw 
greFKer Battles, and a greater General of our own. 
The Danube, Madam, wou'd make a greater 
Figure in a Picture than the Granzcus ; and we have 
| our Ramelies to match their Arbela. ET 
Mrs. Sal. Pray, Sir, what Head is that in the 
| Corner there? | 
Arch. O, Madam, tis poor Ovid in his Exile. 
Mrs. Sul. What was he baniſh'd for? 
Arch, His ambitious Love, Madam. (Bowing.) 
His Misfortune touches me. | 
Mrs. Sul, Was he ſucceſsful in his Amours ? 
Arch. There he has left us in the darx. He 
was too much a Gentleman to tell. 
' Mrs. Sl. It he were ſecret, I pity him? 
| Arch. And if he were ſucceſsful, | envy him, 
Mrs. Sul. How d'ye like that Tenus over the 
| Chimney? EE >. 
| Arch. Venus! I proteſt, Mad am, I took it for your 
Picture; but now I look again, tis not handſome en- 
-engh. ©. . | 
| Res. Sul. Oh, what a Charm is Flattery ? if you 
| wou'd ſee my Picture, there it is, over that Cabinet 
| —— How &'ye like it? —_ Ws 
©. Arch. I muſt admire any thing, Madam, that has 
the leaſt Reſemblance of you But, methinks, 
Madam (He looks at the Picture and Mrs. 
Sullen three or four times, by tarns. Pray, Madam, 


F Mrs. Sul. 
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Mrs. Sil. A famous Hand, Sir. 7 

(Here Aimwell and Dorinda go off. 
Arch, A famous Hand, Madam: V our Eyes, 
indeed, are featur'd there; but where's the ſparkling 
Moiſture, ſhining Fluid, in which they ſwim? The 
Picture, indeed, has your Dimples; but where's the 


Swarm of killing Cupids that ſhou'd ambuſh there? 


The Lips too ars figur'd out; but where's the Car- 
nation- Dew, the pouting Ripeneſs that tempts the 
Taſte in the Original? 


Mrs. Sul. Had it been my Lot to have match'd 
with ſuch a Man! ( Aſide, 


Arch. Y our Breaſts too, preſumptuous Man! what! 
paint Heaven! Apropo, Madam, in the very next Pi- 


cture is Salmonews, that was ſtruck dead with Light- 5 


ning, for offering to imitate Fove's Thunder; I hope 
you ſery'd the Painter ſo, Madam? 1 


Mrs. Sal. Had my Eyes the Power of Thunder, 


they ſhou'd employ their Lightning better. 


Arch. There's the fineſt Bed in that Room, Ma- 


dam, I ſuppoſe tis your Ladyſhip's Bed-Chamber ? 
Mrs. Sul. And what then, Sir? | | 
Arch. | think the Quilt is the richeſt that ever 

av. can't, at this diſtance, Madam, diſtinguiſh 


the Pies of the Embroidery : Will you give me 


leave, Madam? 

if I gave him an Opportunity, he durſt not offer ic 

.— [ have a great mind to try — (Gozng.) Returns.) 

*Sdeath, what am I doing? And alone too 

Siſter, Siſter. „ Rs (Kun, out. 
Arch. Tl follow her eloſekñßñů(x 


For where @ Frenchman durſt attempt to ſtorm, 
A Briton, ſure, may well the Work perform. 
((Gen. 


Enter 


Mrs. Sl. The Devil take his Impudence — Sure, 


| 


' * 


— * 
- * 


cover a Plot. 


ther? 
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Eater Scrub. 


Scrub. Martin, Brother Martin. 

Arch, O Brother Scrub, I beg your Pardon, I was 
not a going : Here's a Guinea my Maſter order'd you. 

Scrub. A Guinea; hi, hi, hi, a Guinea! eh by 
this Light it is a Guinea but I ſuppoſe you expe& 
one ard twenty Shillings in change. 

Arch, Not at all; I have another for Gipſey. 

Scrub. A Guinea for her | Faggot and Fire for the 
Witch Sir, g*- me that Guinea, and I'll dif- 


Arch. A Plot. 5 5 

Scrub. Ay, Sir, a Plot, a horrid Plot Firſt, it 
muſt be a Plot, becauſe there's a Woman in't: Se- 
condly, it muſt be a Plot, becauſe there's a Prieſt in't: 
Thirdly, it muſt be a Plot, becauſe there's French 
Gold in't: And Fourthly, it muſt be a Plot, becauſe 
I don't know what to make ont. 8 

Arch. Nor any body elſe, I'm afraid, Brother Scrub. 
_ Scrub. Truly, I'm afraid fo too; for where there's 
a Prieſt and a Woman, there's always a Myſtery and 


a Riddlemn——ſhis, I know, that here has been the 


Doctor with a Temptation in one hand, and an Ab- 
ſolution in the other, and Gipſey has ſold her ſelf to 


the Devil; I ſaw the Price paid down, my Eyes ſhall 
take their Oath on't. | | | 


Arch. Ard is all this Buſtle about Gipſey ? 
Scrub. That's not all; I cou'd hear but a Word 
here and there; but I remember they mention'd a 


Count, a Cloſet, a Back-door, and a Key. 


Arch, The Count! Did you hear nothing of Mrs, 


_ Sullen? | 


Scrub. I did hear ſome Word that ſounded that 
way: But whether it was Sullen or Dorinda, I cou'd 
not diſtinguiſh. . 

Arch. You haye told this Matter to no Body, Bro- 


F2 Scrub. 
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Scrub, Told ! No, Sir, I thank you for that; I'm 
reſolv'd never to ſpeak one Word Pro nor con, til we 
have a Peace. 

Arch. You're i'th' right, Brother Scrub; here's bl 
Treaty afoot between the Count and the Lad y = 
The Prieſt and the Chamber-maid are the Plenipoten- 
TiaFleS——[t ſhall go hard, but I find a way to be 
included in the Treaty.— Where s the Doctor now ? 
Soerub. He and Gipſey are this Moment EY 5 

my Lady's Marmalade in the Cloſet. | 

Aim. (From without.) Maries! Martin! 

Arch. | come, Sir, I come. 

Scrub. But you forgot the other Guinea, Brother 
Mar 8 

Arch. Here give it with all my Heart. (Exit. 

Scrub. And I take it with all my Soul. Pcod 
In ſpoil your Plotting, Mrs. Gzpſey ; and if you ſhou'd 
ſet the Captain upon me, theſe two Guineas will buy | 

me off. | (Exit. 


Enter Mrs. Sullen and ba. meeting. 


Mrs. Saul. Well, Siſter. 
Dor. And well, Siſter. 
Mrs, Sul. What's become of my Lord 5 
Dor. What's become of his Seryant ? 8 
Mrs. Sul. Servant! He's a prettier Fellow, and 2 
Kner Gentleman by fifty degrees than his Maſter. 
Dor. O' my Conſcience, I fancy you cou'd, beg 
that Fellow at the Gallows-foot. 
Mrs. Sul. O' my Conſcience I edu d, provided 1 
_ cou'd put a Friend of yours in his room? 
Dor. You deſir'd me, Siſter, to leave you, when 
you tranſpreſs'd the Bounds of Honour, 
Mrs. Sul. Thou dear cenſorious Country Girl - 
What doſt mean? You can't think of the Man with- | 
out the Bedfellow, I find. 
Dor. I don't find any thing unnatural in that 
Thought; while the Mind is converſant with Fleſh 


and 


0" "0 noe” 
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and Blood, it muſt conform to the Humours of the 
Company. | 


Mrs. Sul. How a little Love and good Company 
improves a Woman! Why Child, you begin to live 
you never ſpoke before. 

Dor. Becauſe I was never ſpoke to My Lord has 


told me, that I have more Wit and Beauty than any of 


my Sex; and truly I begin to think the Man is ſincere. 

Mrs. Sul. You're in the right, Dorinda; Pride is 
the Life of a Woman, and Flattery is our daily 
Bread; and ſhe's a Fool that won't believe a Man 


there, as much as ſhe that believes him in any thing 


elſe But I'll lay you a Guinea, that I bad finer 
things ſaid to me than you had. Tz. 
Dor. Done What did your Fellow ſay to ye? 


Mrs. Sal. My Fellow took the Picture of Venus 


for mine. 7 
Dor. But my Lover took me for Jenus her ſelf. 
Mrs. Sul. Common Cant! Had my Spark call'd 


me a Venus directly, I ſhould have believed him a 


Footman in good earneſt, 
Dor. But my Lover was upon his Knees to me. 
Mrs. Sul. And mine was upon his Tiptoes to me. 
Dor. Mine vow'd to die for me. 
Mrs, Sal. Mine ſwore to die with me. | 
Dor. Mine ſpoke the ſofteſt moving things. 
Mrs. Sul. Mine had moving things too. 
Dor. Mine kiſs'd my Hard ten thouſand times. 
Mrs. Sal. Mine has all that Pleaſure to come. 
Dor. Mine offer'd Marriage. TL 
Mrs, Sul. O Laird! D'ye call that a moving thing? 
Dor. The ſharpeſt Arrow in his Quiver, my dear 


Siſter Why, my ten thouſand Pounds may lie 


brooding here this ſeven Years, and hatch nothing at 


laſt but ſome ill-natur'd Clown like yours: Where- 


as, if I marry my Lord Aimwell, there will be Title, 
Place, and r Park, E on 8 
Drawing-Room, Splendor, Equipage, Noiſe, and 

„ * . N 
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Flambeaux. Hey, my Lady Aimmel's Servants 
there Lights, Lights to the Stairs My Lady 
Aimwells Coach, put forward Stand by; make 
room for her Lad yſnip Are not theſe moving? 
What! Melancholy of a ſudden? 5 
_ Mrs. Sul. Happy, happy Siſter! Your Angel has 
been watchful for your 1 whilſt mine has 
ſlept regardleſs of his Charge Long ſmiling Years 
ok circling Joys for you, but not one Hour for 
me ! 1 85 3 (Weeps. 
Dor. Come, my Dear, we'll talk of ſomething elſe. 
Mrs. Sul. O Dorinda, I own my ſelf a Woman, 
fall of my Sex, a gentle, generous Soul. —eaſy 


and yielding to ſoft Deſires ; a ſpacious Heart, where | 
Love and all his Train might lodge. And muſt the 


fair Apartment of my Breaſt be made a Stable for a 
Brute to lie in? 1% 
Dor. Meaning your Husband, I ſuppoſe. ? 
Mrs. Sul. Husband ! No,——Evyen Husband is 
too foft a Name for him But come, I expect 


my Brother here to Night or to Morrow; he was a- 


broad when my Father marry'd me, perhaps he'll ind 
à way to make meealy, | 55 
Dor. Will you promiſe not to make your ſelf eaſy 
in the mean time with my Lord's Fried 
Mrs. Sul. You miſtake me, Siſter — [t happens 
with us, as among the Men, the greateſt Talkers are 
the greateſt Cowards; and there's a Reaſon for it; 
thoſe Spirits eyaporate in Prattle, which might do 
more Miſchief if hey took another Courſe_.Tho,, 
to confeſs the Truth, I do love that Fellow ;—— — 
And if I met him dreſt as he ſhou'd be, and I un- 
dreſt as I ſhou'd be Lock e, Siſter, I haye no ſu- 
rnatural Gifts; I can't ſwear I cou'd reſiſt the 
Temptation. tho' I can ſafely promiſe to avoid 
it; and that's as much as the beſt of us can do. 
Exit Mrs, Sullen and Dorinda. 


Enter 


ing Criticiſms, as we 
railing at the Government. 
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Enter Aimwell and Archer laughing. 


Arch. And the awkard Kindneſs of the good mo- 
therly old Gentlewoman | 
Aim. And the coming Eaſineſs of the young one 
—— death, tis pity to deceive her. | 
Arch. Nay, if you adhere to thoſe Principles, ſtop 
where you are. 5 505 

Aim. I can't ſtop; for I love her to Diſtraction. 

Arch. *Sdeath, if you love her a Hair's breadth be- 
yond Diſcretion, you muſt go no farther, 

Aim. Well, well, any thing to deliver us from 
ſauntering away our idle Evenings at White's, Tom's, 


or Vill's, and be tinted to bear locking at our old Ac- 


quaintance, the Cards; becauſe our impotent Pockets 


can't afford us a Guinea for the mercenary Drabs. 


Arch, Or be obliged to ſome Purſe-proud Cox- 
comb for a ſcandalous Bottle, where we muſt not 
pretend to our ſhare of the Diſcourſe, becauſe we 


can't pay our Clubo'ch* Reckoning: Damn it, I 
| Had rather ſpunge upon Morris, and fup upon a Dith 


of Bohea ſcor'd behind the Door. | 
Aim, And there expoſe our want of Senſe by talk- 
ſhould our Want of Money by 


Arch. Or be oblig'd to ſneak into the Side-box, 


and between both Houſes, ſteal two Acts of a Play; 


and becauſe we han't Money to ſee the other three, 
we come away diſcontented, and damn the whole five. 
Aim. And ten thouſand ſuch raſcally Tricks 


had we out-liv'd our Fortunes among our Acquain- 
| tance OR 


Arch. Ay, now, is the Time to prevent all this 
—— Strike while the Iron is hot — This Prieſt is the 
luckieſt part of our Adventure He ſhall marry you, 


- and pimp for me. 


Aim But I ſhou'd not like a Woman that can be 
ſo fond of a Frenchman. „„ 

Arch. Alas, Sir, Neceſſity has no Law; the Lady 
may be in Diſtreſs 3 perhaps ſhe has a 3 1 


But no ẽC-· EO 


than her Love. 
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Husband, and her Revenge may carry her farther 
I gad, I have ſo good an Opi- 
nion of her, and of my ſelf, that I begin to fancy 
ſtrange things; and we muſt ſay this for the Honour 
of our Women, and indeed of our ſelves, that they 
do ſtick to their Men, as they do to their Magna 
Charta. Il the Plot lies as I ſuſpet, I muſt 
put on the Gentleman. But here comes the Do- 


Cor: I ſhall be ready, 


Enter Foigard. 
Foig. Sauve you, noble Friend. 0 
Aim. O Sir, your Servant: Pray, Doctor, may I | 


crave your Name? 


Foig. Fat Naam is upon me? My Name is Foigard, | 


. : On. 
Aim. Foigard! A very good Name for a Clergy- 
man: Pray, Doctor Fozgard, were you ever in Fre- 


land ? 85 1 FE 
Foig. Ireland. No, Joy : Fat ſort of Plaace 
is dat ſaam Ireland? Dey ſay de People are catch'd 


dere when dey are young. 


Aim. And ſome of em when they're old — 


for Example. (Takes Foigard 4) the ſhoulder.) Sir, | 
arreſt you as a Traytor againſt the Government; | 
you're a Subject of England, and this Morning ſhew- 


ed me a Commiſſion, by which you ſerv'd as Chap- 
Jain in the French Army : This is Death by our 
Law, and your Reverence muſt hang fort. 
Foig. Upon my Shou], noble Friend, dis is ſtrange 


| News you tell me, Fader Forgard a Subject of Eng- | 
 Jand' de Son of a Burgomaſter of Bruſſels a Subjet | 


of England! Ubooboo — 3 4 
Aim. The Son of a Bog trotter in Ireland; Sir, 
your Tongue will condemn you before any Bench in 
T 5 
Foig. And is my Tongue all your Evidenſh Joy ? 
Aim. That's enough.” _ OED 
Foig. No, no, Joy, for I vil neyer ſpake Engliſh 
no more. j on » 


immediately confels the Secret between ans * wag 
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Aim. Sir, I have other Evidence Here, Mar- 
2, you know this Fellow, 
Enter Archer. 
Arch, (In a brouge.) Saave you, my dear Cuſſen, 


how does your Health? | 


Foig. Ah! Upon my Shoul dere is my Country- 
man, and his Brouge will hang mine. ( Aſide.) Myn- 
beer, Ick wet neat watt hey ĩ acht, Ick Univerſton ewe 
neat, ſacramant. | 
Ain. Altering your Language won't do, Sir, this Fel- 
low knows your Per ſon, and will ſwear to your Face. 
Foig. Faaſh! Fey is dere a brouge upon my Faaſh 
too! 2 

Arch, Upon my Soulvation dere iſh Joy But 
Cuſſen Mackſhane vil you not put a Remembrance 
upon me. | 885 | 

Foig. Mackſhane ; by St. Paatrick, dat iſh my 
Name ſure enough. 5 (Aſide. 


Aim. I fancy, Archer, you have it. 


Foig. The Devil hang you, —— fat Ae- 


quaintance are you my Cuſſen — 
Arch, O, de Devil hang your ſhelf, IE you 


know we were little Boys togeder upon de School, 


and your Foſter-Moder's Son was marry'd upon my 


Nurſe's Chiſter, Joy, and ſo we are Iriſb Cuſſens. 
Foig. De Devil taake de Relation! Vel, Joy, and 
fat School was it? EE 
Arch. I tink it va Aay,.—— twas Tipperary. 

Fog. No, no, Joy; it was Kilkenny. 
Aim. That's enough for us Self- Confeſſion— 


Come, Sir, we muſt deliver you into the Hands of 
| the next Magiſtrate. 9 


Arch. He ſends you to Gaol, you're try'd next Aſ- 


 fizes, and away you go ſwing into Purgatory. 


Foig. And is it ſo wid you, Cuſſen? 
Arch, It vill be ſho wid you, Cuſſen, if you don't 
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Mrs. Gipſey=———[.cok'e, Sir, the Gallows or the 


Secret, take your Choice. 


Forzg. The Gallows! Upon my Shou] I hate that 


ſhame Gallaws, for it is a Diſeaſh dat is fatal to our 
Family Vel, den, dere is nothing; Shentlemens, 


but Mrs, Sullen wou'd ſpaak wid the Count in her | 


Chamber at Midnight, and dere iſh no Harm, Joy, for 
I am to conduct the Count to the Plaſh, my ſhelf. 


Arch. As I gueſs'd—— Have you communicated | 


the Matter to the Count? 
Foig. I have not ſheen him ſince. | 
Arch. Right agen; why then, Doctor, — you ſhall 
conduct me to the Lady inſtead of the Count. 


Foig. Fat my Cuſſen to the Lady! Upon my ſhoul, 


gra, dat is too much upon the brogue. _ 
Arch. Come, come, Doctor, conſider w2 have 
got a Rope about your Neck, and if you offer to ſqueek, 


well er! your Wind- pipe, moſt certainly; we ſhall have 


another Jobb for you in a Day or two, I hope. 
Aim. Here's Company coming this way, let's irto 


my Chamber, and there concert our Affairs farther, | 


Arch, Come, my dear Cuſſen, come along ( Exeunt. 


Enter Boniface, Hounſlow and Bagſhet at one door, 


Gibbet at the oppoſite. _ 


Gib. Well, Gentlemen, tis a fine Night for our | 


Enterpriſe. | 
Hounſ. Dark as Hell. | 


Bag. And blows like the Deyil; our Landlord here | 
has ſhow'd us the Window where we mult break in, 


andtells us the Plate ſtands in the Wainſcoat Cupboard 
in the Parlour. „„ „„ Hh 
Bon. Ay, ay, Mr. Bag ſhot, as the Saying is, Knives 
and Forks, and Cups, and Canns, and Tumblers, and 
Tankards.— There's one Tankard, asthe Saying is, that's 
near upon as big as me, it was a Preſent to the Squire 


from his Godmcther, and ſmells of Nutmegand Toaſt 


like an Eaſt- India Ship. 


q 


Houn. 


The Beaux Stratagem. 71 


Houn. Then you ſay we muſt divide at theStairhead ? 
Bon. Yes, Mr. Hounſlow, as the Saying is At one 
end of that Gallery lies my Lady Bountiful and her 


Daughter, and at the other Mrs. Sulen _As for the 


Squire. 

Gib. He's ſafe enough, I have fairly enter d him, 
and ha's more than half Seas over already But ſuch 
a parcel of Scoundrels are got about him now, that I 
gad I was aſham'd to be ſeen in their Company. 


Bon. Tis now Twelve, as the Saying is Gentlemen 


you muſt ſet out at One. 
Gib. Hounſiow, do you and Bag ſbot ſee our Arms 


fix d, and I'll come to you preſently. 


ogg We will, (Exeunt. 


Gib. Well, my dear Boum, you aſſure me that 


Scrub, is a Coward ? 


Bon. A Chicken, as the Saying is Vou' ll have ro 


Creature to deal with but the Ladies. 


Gb, And I can aſſure you, Friend, there's a great 
deal of Add reſs and good Manners in robbing a Lady; I 


am the moſt a Gentleman that way that ever travell'd 
the Road But, my dear Bonny, this Prize will be a 


Galleon, a Vigo Buſineſs——l warrant you we ſhall 
bring, off three or four thouſand Pound. 


Bon. In Plate, Jewels and Money, as the Sayingis, 
you may. 5 5 = 
Gib. Why then, Tybarn, I defie thee, I'll get up to 


Town, ſell off my Horſe and Arms, buy my elf fome 
pretty Employment in the Houſhold, and be as ſnug, 


and as honeſt as any Courtier of em all. 
Bon. And what think you then of my Daughter 


Cherry for a Wife? F555 
Gib. Look'e, my dear Bonny Cherry ig the God- 
de ſa I adore, as the Song goes; but it is a maxim that 
Man and Wife ſhou'd never have it in their Power to 
hang one another, for if they ſhould, the Lord have 


merey on em both. Exeunt. 
The End of the Fourth AG. 
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ACT N. 
S CEN E continues. Knocking without. 


Enter Boniface, 


Oming, coming A Coach and fix foaming 
Hor ſes at this time o Night! Some great Man, 
as the Saying is, for he ſcorns to travel with other 


1 


Enter Sir Charles Freeman. 


Sir Ch. What, Fellow! A pr. Houſe, ard a KK. 
Bed when other People ſleep 13 

Bon. Sir, I a'n't a Bed, 5 the Saying is. 

Sir Ch. Is Mr. Sullen's Family a Bed think'e ? 

Bon. All but the Squire himſelf, ir, as the Say- _ 
irg is, he's in the Houſe. 

Sir Ch. What Company has he ? 

Bon. Why, Sir, there's the Conſtable, Mr. Gage | 
the Exciſeman, the Hunch-back'd Barber, and twa ꝗ 
or three other Gentlemen, 

Sir Ch. I find my Siſter's Letters yo” me the true 
Picture of her Spouſe, 


Enter Sullen Drunk. 


Bon. Sir, here's the 0 | a 
Sal. The Puppies left me a ee ir. 
Sir Ch. Well Air. | 
. Lam an unfortunate Man— l have th 1 
thouſand Pound a Year, and I can't get a Man to 
drink a Cup of Ale with me, | 
Sir Ch. Thar S very hard. 2 
44. 


" W 


e 


Sir 
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Sul. Ay, Sir. And unleſs you have pity up- 
on me, and ſmoke one Pipe with me, I mult e' en go 


home to my Wife, and I had rather go to the Devil 
by half. 


Sir Ch, But I preſume, Sir, you wo'n't ſee your 


Wife to Night, ſhe'll be gone to Bed——you don't 


uſe to lie with your Wife in that Pickle ? 

Sul. What ! not lie with my Wife! Why, Sir, do 
you take me for an Atheiſt or a Rake ? 

Sir Ch. it you hate her, Sir, I think you had bet- 
ter lie from her, | 5 To! 

Sul. I think ſo too, Friend But I am a Juſtice 


of Peace, and muſt do nothing againſt the Law. 


Sir Ch, Law! as I take it, Mr. Juſtice, no bod y ob- 
ſerves Law for Law's fake, only for the good of thoſe 


for whom it was made. 


Sul. Nut if the Law orders me to ſend you to Goal, 
you muſt lie there, my Friend. 1 
Sir £5, Not unleſs I commit a Crime to deſerve it. 
Seel. A Crime! Oons, a'n't I marry'd? 
Sir C5. Nay, Sir, it you call Marriage a Crime, you 
muſt diſb wn it for a Law. „„ 
Sil. Eh! 1 muſt be acquainted with you, 
— ut, Sir, I ſhou'd be very glad to know 
the truth oi this matter.. | 
Sir Ch, Truth, Sir, is a profound Sea, and few there 
bz chat dare wade deep enough to find out the bottom 
ent. Beſides, Sir, I'm afraid the line of your under- 
ſtanding mayn't be long enough. . 
Sul. Lock e, Sir, I have nothing to ſay to your Sea 
of Truth, but if a good parcel of Land can intitle a 
Nan to a little Truth, I have as much as any He in 


the Country. : 


Bon. | rever heard your Worſhip, as the Saying 
is, talk ſo much before. | 

Sul. Becauſe I never met with a Man that I lik'd 
before | | | FAT 


| G | Bon. 


74 The Beaux Stratagem. 


Bon. Pray, Sir, as the Saying is, let me ask you 
one Queſtion? Are not Man and Wife one Fleſn 
Sir Ch. You and your Wife, Mr. Guts, may be one 
© Fleſh, becauſe you are nothing elſe but ratios 
nal Creatures have Minds that muſt be united. 
_ Sul. Minds! | | | | 
Sir Ch. Ay, Minds, Sir, don't you think that the 
Mind takes place of the Body? e 
Sul. In ſome People. . 
Sir Ch. Then the intereſt of the Maſter muſt be con- 
kulted before that of his Servant. 


Sal. Sir, you ſhall dine with me to morrow — 


Oons I always thought that we were naturally one. 
Sir Ch. Sir, I know that my twc Hands are naturally 


one, becaule they love one another, kiſs one another, 
help one another in all the Actions of Life; but 1 
ccu'd not ſay ſo much, if they were always at Cuffs. 


Sul. Then 'tis plain that we are two. 

Sir Ch. Why don't you part with her, Sir! 
Sul, Will you take her, Sir? 5 
Sir Ch. With all my Heart. 


Sul. You ſhall have her to morrow Morning, 2nd | 


2 Veniſon-paſty into the bargain. 
Sir C. You'll let me have her Fortune too? 


Sul. Fortune! why, Sir, I have no quarrel at her 


Fortune I only hate the Woman, Sir, and none 
vut the Woman ſhall go. 15 | 5 
Sir Ch. But her Fortune, Si. 
Stel. Can you play at Whisk, Sir? 
Sir Ch. No, truly, Sr.. 
Ful. Nor at All tours? 
Sir Ch, Neither. | 


Sul. Oons ! where was this | an bred. (Aſide. | 


Darn me, Sir, I can't go home, tis but two a Clock. 
Sir Ch. For half an hour, Sir, if you pleaſe 
But you muſt conſider tis late. „„ 
Sul. Late! that's the reaſon I can't go to bed 
Come, Si | = (Exeuni. 


Enter 


S TS >» 


_ his Company. 
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Euter Cherry, runs acroſs the Stage and Inocks at 
Aimwell's Chamber door. Enter Aimwell in his 
Night Cap and Gown. | | 

Aim. What's the matter ? you tremble, Child, 
you're frighted. 

Cher. No wonder, Sir ——But in ſhort, Sir, this 
very Minute, a Gang of Rogues are gone to Reb my 
Lady Bowntiful's Houſe, 

Aim, How ! 
| Cher. I dogg'd em to the very Door, ard left em 


breaking in. 


Aim. Have you alarn'd any body elſe with the 
News ? 


Cher. No, no, Sir, I wanted to have diſcover'd 


the whole Plot, and twenty other things to your Man 
Martin ; but I have ſearch'd the whole Houſe and 


can't find him; where is he? 


Aim. No matter, Child, will you guide me im - 
mediately to the Houſe ? 


Cher. With all my Heart, Sir; my Lady Bountiful 
is my God-mother; and I love Mrs. Dorinda ſo well. 


Aim. Do1ipgds! the Name inſnires me, ur Str 


bil Nook J 


and the Danger ſhall be all my own —— Come, my 
| life, let me but get my Sword. Exeunt. 


SCENE, changes #0 a Bed- chamber in 


| Lady Bountiful's Houſe, 


Enter Mrs. Sul. Dor. undreſs d. A Table and Lights. 


. Tis ver y late, Siſter, no News of your Spouſe 
„ 55 

Mrs. Sul. No, I'm condemn'd to be alone till to- 
wards four, and then perhaps I may be executed with 


Dor. Well, my dear, L'Il leave you to your reſt; 
you ll go directly to Bed, I ſuppoſe ? 
| G 2 | ; | Mrs, Sul. 


a 


— — 
— 4 —— 8 — > 


U 

4 

4 
| | 
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Mrs. Su. I don't know what to do; hey hoe. 

Dor. That's a deſiring ſigh, Siſter, 

Mrs. Sul. This is a languiſhing hour, Siſter. 

Dor. And might prove a eritical Minute, if the 
pretty Fellow were here. | 

Mrs. Sul. Here! what, in my Bed-chamber, at 


two a Clock o'th' Mornirg, I undreſs'd, the Family 
aſleep, my hated Husband abroad, and my loyely 


Fellow at my Feet. gad, Siſter ! 
Dor. Thoughts are free, Siſter, and them I allow 
you So, my dear, good Night, (Exit, 


Mrs. Sul. A good reſt to my dear Dorin da- 5 


Thoughts free! are they ſo? Why then ſuppoſe him 
here, dreſs'd like a youthful, gay and burning Eride- 


groom. (Here Archer ſteals out of the Cloſet.) with 


Tongue enchanting, Eyes bewitching, Knees implo- 
ring. (Turns a little of one ſide, and ſees Archer in 
the poſture ſhe deſcribes.) Ah (Shrieks, and runs to 
the other ſide of the Stage.) Have my thoughts rais'd 
a Spirit What are you, Sir, a Man or a Devil? | 
Arch. A Man, a Man, Madam. 5 
Mrs. Sul. How ſhall | be ſure of it? ld 
Arch. Madam, I'll give you Demonſtration this 
Minute. | Es (Takes her Hand. 
Mrs. Sul. What, Sir! do you interd to be rude? 
Arch, Yes, Madam, it you pleaſe. 


Mirs. Sul. In the name of Wonder, whence came ye? 


Arch. From the Skies, Madam l'm a Jupiter 


in love, and you ſhall be my Ali mena. 


Mrs. Sul. How came you in? „ 
Arch. flew in at the Window, Madam; your Co- 


Zen Cupid lent me his Wings, and your Siſter Venus 
open d the Caſement. „ 
Mrs. Sul. l'm ſtruck dumb with Ad miĩration. 


Arch. And I with Wonder. „ 
5 . (Tooes paſſionately at her. 

Mrs. Sul. What will become of mes 
Arch, How Beautiful ſhe looks — The 3 | 
8 75 joll7 
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jolly Spring ſiniles in her blooming Face; and when 
ſhe was conceiv'd, her Mother ſmelt to Roſes, look d 
on Lillies | 
Tillies unfold their white, their fragrant char ms, 
i hen the warm Sun thus darts into their Arms 
it CO . (Runt to ber. 
y Mrs. Sul. Ah! (Shrikes.) „ 
y Arch. Oons, Madam, what do you mean? You'll 
raiſe the Heat | 
W Mrs. Sul. Sir, I'll wake the Dead before I bear 
t. this —-What! Approach me with the Freedoms of a 
— | Keeper! I'm glad on't, your Impudence has cur'd me. 
7; Arch. 1f this be Impudence, (Kneels,) 1 leave to 
e- | your partial ſelf; no panting Pilgrim, after a tedious, 
* painful Voyage, cer bow'd before his Saint with 
0 more Devotion. N „ I 
= Mrs. Sul. Now, now, I'm ruin'd if he kneels. 
0 | Aſide.) Riſe thou proſtrate Ingineer, not all thy un- 
d dermining Skill ſhall reach my Heart——Rifſe, and 
? [know I am a Woman without my Sex; I can love 
9. to all the tenderneſs of Wiſhes, Sighs and Tears 
Baut go no farther=—=$till to convince you that I'm 
is more than Woman, I can ſpeak my Frailty, confeſs 
d. my Weakneſs even for you Bur 5 
Axe. For me! (Going to lay bold on ber. 
| Mrs. Sul. Hold, Sir, build not upon that——tor 
3.8 my meſt mortal Hatred follows, if you diſobey what 
er ] command you now———leaye me this Minute — 
If he denies I'm loſt. „„ (Aſide. 
Arch. Then you'll promiſe —— ” 
5 Mrs. Sul. Any thing another time. 
Ty | Axch. When ſhall I come? 
2 


Mrs. Sul. To Morrow, when you will. 


Arch. Your Lips muſt ſeal the Promiſe. 
Mrs. Sul. Pſhaw! | 


W Arch. They muſt, they muſt, (Kiſſes Ber.) Ra p- | 
<ures and Paradiſe | And why not now, my Ange 2 
jj beds 
1 | | | 


and take my Life. 1 5g 
| Mrs. Sul. (Holding Archer's Hand.) What does 


into the Houſe, 


out of Bedlam. 
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The Time, the Place, Silence and Secrecy, all con- 
1 the now conſcious Stars have pre or- 


dain d this Moment for my Happineſs. 


| (Takes her in his Arms. 
Mrs. Sul. You will not, cannot, ſure. 8 
Arch. If the Sun rides faſt, and diſappoints rot 

Mortals of to morrow's dawn, this Night ſhall crown 


f . ; 
Mrs. Sul. My Sex's Pride aſſiſt me. 


Arch. My Sex's Strength help me. 

Mrs. Sal. You ſhall kill me firſt, TO 
Arch. I'll die with you. (carrying her off. 
Mrs. Sul. Thieves, Thieves, Murther 

Enter Scrub in his Breeches, and one Shoe. 
Scrub. Thieves, Thieves, Murther, Popery. 
Arch, Ha! the very timorous Stag will kill in Rut- 
ting: tim. (Draws and 5 to ſtab Scrub. 

Scrub, (Kneeling.) O pray, Sir, ſpare all I have, 


* 


the Fellow mean? | 
Scrub. O Madam, down upon your Knees, your 


Marrow- bones he's one of them. 


Arch. Of whom? | 3 | 
Scrub. One of the Rogue: l beg your Pardon, | 
one of the honeſt Gentlemen that juſt now are broke 


_ Arch, How! 5 
Mrs, Sul. 1 hope you did not come to rob me? 
Arch. Indeed I did, Madam, but I wou'd have 

taken nothing but what you might ha' ſpar'd 3 but 


your crying Thieves, has wak'd this dreaming Fool, 
and ſo takes em for granted. 8 5 


Scrub. Granted ! tis granted Sir; take all we have. 
Mrs. Su]. The Fellow looks as if he were broke 
Scrub. Oons, Madam, they're broke into the 
e : | Houſe 


BSW 
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Houſe with Fire and Sword; I ſaw them, heard them 
they'll be here this Minute. ; 
Arch. What, Thieves | 
Scrub. Under Favour, Sir, I think fo, 


Mrs. Sa. What ſhall we do, Sir, 


Arch. Madam, I wiſh your Ladyſhipa good Night, 

Mrs. Sal. Will you leave me? 

Arch. Leave you! Lord, Madam, did not you 
command me to be gone juſt now, upon pain of your 
immortal Hatred. | 

Mrs. Sul. Nay, but pray, Sit — 

3 (Takes hold of him. 

Arch. Ha, ha, ha, now comes my turn to he ra- 
viſh'd V ou ſee now, Madam, you muſt uſe Men 
one way or other; but take this by the way, good 


Madam, that none but a Fool will give you the be- 
nefit of his Courage, unleſs you'll take his Love a+ 


long with it. How are they arm'd, Friend? 
Scrub. With Sword ard Piſtol, Sir. 

Arch. Huſh ! I ſee a dark Lantern coming 

thro' the Gallery Madam, be ailur'd I will pro- 


tect you, or loſe my Life. _—_ 
Mrs. Sal. Your Life! no Sir, they can rob me of 
- Nothing that J value half ſo much; therefore now, 
Sir, let me intreat you to be gone, 


Arch. No, Madam, I'll conſult my own Safety, 
for the ſake of yours; I'll work by Stratagem: Have 
you Courage enough to ſtand the appearance of em? 

Mrs. Sul. Yes, yes, ſince I have ſcaped your 


Hands, I can face any thing. 
Arch. Come hither, Brother Scrub; Don't you 
know me? | 


Scrub. Eh! my dear Brother, let me kiſs thee: 
So „ (Xiſſes Archer. 
Arch, This Way Here 


(Archer and Scrub hide behind the Bed. 


Fatey 
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Enter Gibbet, with a dark Lantern in one Hand, 
and a Piſtol iu bother. 


Gib. Ay, ay, this is the Uhamber, and the Lady alone. 
Mrs. Sul. Who are you, Sir? What wou'd you 
hay? 2'7e come t to rob me ? 


Gib. Lob you alack-day, Madam, I'm only a 
Voun zer Brother, Madam; and fo, Madam, if you 


make a Noiſe, | N ſhoot you through the Head: But 


don't be afraid, adam, (Laying his Lantern and 
. Piſtol pon the Table.) Theſe Rings, Madam; don't 


he conzern'd, Madam; I have a prof und Reſpect 
for you, Madam; your Keys, Madam; don't be 


frighted, Madam, I'm the moſt of a Gentleman : 


(Searching her Pockets.) This Necklace, Madam 
I never was rude to any Lady! 
ration —for this Necklace 


Breaſt. 


Arch. Hold, profanc Villain, and take the Reward 


of thy Sacrilege. 


Gib. Oh! Pray, Sir, don't kill me; I an't prepar d. 


Arch. How many is there of em, Scrub? 
Scrub. Five and Forty, Sir. 
Arch. Then I muſt kill the Villain, t to have kim 


out of the wa 
Sib. Hold, hold, Sir; we are but three upon my 


Honour. 
Arch. Scrub, Will you undertake to ſecure him : 
Scrub, Not I, Sir; kill him, kill him. 


Arch. Run to Cipfey s Chamber, there you'll find 2 
the Doctor; bring him hither preſently. 
( Exit Scrub, running 


Come, Rogue, if you have a ſhort Prayer, ſay its 


Gib. Sir, L have no Prayer at all; the Governmert | 


has provided a Chaplain 5 to ſay Prayers tor us on theſe 
Occaſions, | 
Ms. Sul. 


| have a Vene- | 
(Here Archer having 

come round, and ſeiz'd the Piſtol, takes Gibber by the 
Collar, 1. up his Heels, and claps the Piſtol to his 
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ac — ————— —_ 


Doctor? 


Madam, or venture your ſelf with me? 
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Mrs. Sul. Pray, Sir, don't kill him : You fright 
me as much as him. 5 
Arch. The Dog ſhall die, Madam, for being the 
occaſion of my Diſappointment=———Sirrah, this 


Moment is your laſt. 


Gzb. Sir, I'll give you Two hundred Pounds to 
ſpare my Life. | 
Arch. Have you no more, Raſcal ? 
Gzb, Yes, Sir, I can command Four hundred; but 


I muſt reſerye Two of 'em to fave my Life at the 


Seſſions. | 
Enter Scrub) and Foigard. 


Arch. Here, Doctor, I ſuppoſe Scrab and you, be- 
tween you, may manage him: Lay hold of him, 


Doctor, (Foigard Jays hold of Gibbet.) 


Gib. What! turn'd over to the Prieſt already) 
Look'e, Doctor, you come before your time; 1 a'r't 
condemn'd yet, I thank ye. 1 

Foig. Come, my Dear ſoy, I vil ſecure your Body 
and your Shoul too; I vil make you a good Catho- 
lick, ard give you an Abſolution. 

Gib. Abſolution! Can you procure me a Pardon, 


A 3 
Gib. Then you and your Abſolution may go to the 


Devil. 


Arch. Convey him into the Cellar, there bind 


him fake the Piſtol, and if he offers to reſiſt, 


ot him thro the Head and come back to us 


with all the ſpeed you can. 


Scrub. Ay, ay; come, Doctor, do you hold him 
faſt, and Vl guard him. Ee 

Mrs. Sul. But how came the Doctor? 

Arch. In ſhort, Madam———(Shrieking without.) 
Sdeath! the Rogues are at work with the other 
Ladies ;=———]'m vex'd I parted with the Piſtol ; but 
J muſt fly to their Aſſiſtance Will you ſtay here, 


Mrs. Set * | 
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Mrs. Sul. Oh, with you dear Sir, with you. 
(Takes him by the Arm, and Exenr:, 


SCENE changes to another Appartment in 
the ſame Houſe. 


Enter Hounſlow drag ging in Lady Bountiful and 
Bagſhot helling in Dorinda; the Rogues with 
Swords drawn. = 


Haan. Come, come, your Jewels, Miſtreſs. 
Bag. Your Keys, „our Keys, old Gentlewoman, | 
Enter Aimwell and Cherry. | 
Aim. Turn this way, Villains; I durſt engage an 
Army in ſuch a Cauſe. (He engages em both. 

Dor. O, Madam, had I but a Sword to help the 
brave Man?! £1 8 - 
L. Boun. There's three or four hanging up in the 
Hall; but they won't draw. I'll go fetch one how- 
ever. „„ | (Exit, 
Enter Archer and Mrs. Sullen. 


Arch. Hold, hold, my Lord, every Man his Bird, 
Pray. ( They engage Man to Man, the Rogues | 
dere throws aud diſarmd. 
Cher. What! the Rogues taken! then they ll im- 
peach my Father; I muſt give him timely Notice. 


| | (Runs Out. 
Arch. Shall we kill the Rogues? EE 
Aim. No, no, we'll bind them. 
Ach. Ay, ay; here, Madam, lend me your Gar- 
ter. (Jo Mrs. Sullen who ſtands by him. 
Mrs. Sul. The Devil's in this Fellow; he fights, 
loves, and banters, all in a Breath Here's a Cord 
that the Rogues brought with em, I ſuppoſe.—— 
Arch. Right, right, the Rogue's Deſtiny, a 
Rope to hang himſcli—— Come, my Lord 
Ibis is but a ſ:andalous fort of an Office, 9 
| 1 5 the 


an, 
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the Rogues together.) if our Adventures ſhou'd end 


in this ſort of Hangman-Work ; but I hope there is 
| lomething in proſpect that — 3 


Enter Serub. 


Well, Scrab, __ you ſecur'd your Tartar? 
"Serab: Yes, 8 Sir, I left the Prieſt ard him diſ- 
Aim, And pray carry theſe Gentlemen to reap the 
enefit of the Controverſy. Delivers the Priſoners to 
Scrub, who leads them out. 
"Ars. Sul. Pray, Siſter, how came my Lord here ? 
Dor. Ard pray, how came the Gentleman here ? 
Mrs. Sul. I'll tel] you the greateſt Piece of Vil- 
lany- — (They talk in dumb ſhows 
Aim. | fancy, Archer, you have been more ſuc- 
ce!sful in your Adventures than the Houſe-breakers. 
Arch. No matter for my Adventure, yours is the 
Principal————— Preis her this minute to Mar- 
ry you now while ſhe's hurry'd between 
the ee of her Fear, and joy of her Delive- 
rance, now while the Tide of her Spirits are at high 
Flood Throw your ſelf at her Feet; ſpeak 
fame Romantick Nonſenſe or other; Addreſs 
her like Alexander in the height of his Vigory, con- 
found her Senſes, bear down her Reaſon, and away 
with her The Prieſt is row in the Cellar and 


| puting about Religion. | 


_ dare not refuſe to do the Work. 


Enter Lady Bountiful. 


Aim, But how ſhall I get off without being ob · 

jery'd ? | 5 

Arch. You a Lover! And not find a Way to get 
Let me ſee. 

Aim. You bleed, Archer. 

Arch. 'Sdeath, I'm glad on't ; this Wound will do 


the Buſineſs 1 amuſe the old Lady and Mrs. 
Sallen about dreſſing my Wound, while you carry 
of Dorinda. 


L. Boun. | 
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IL. Boun. Gentlemen, cou'd we underſtand how 
you wou'd be gratified for the Services 
Arch. Come, come, my Lady, this is no time e for 


Compliments; I'm wounded, Madam. 


L. Boan. and Mrs. Sal. How! wounded ! 
Dor. I hope, Sir, you have receiv'd no hurt? 
Aim. None but what you may cure—— 


(Makes Love in dumb ſhow. 
L. Boun. Let me ſee your Arm, Sir muſt 


have ſome Powder · ſugar to ſtop the Blood O me! 
an ugly Gaſh, upon my Word, Sir, you muſt go into 


Bed. 
Arch. Ay, my Lady, a Bed wou'd do very well 
Madam (To Mrs. Sullen.) Vill you do me the Favour 


to conduct me to a Chamber? 


L. Boun. Do, do, Daughter, 3 1 get the 


Lint, and the Probe, and the Plaiſter ready. 


(Raus out one way, Aimwell carries off Do- 
rinda another, 

Arch. Come, Madam, why don't you obey your 
Mother's commands? we 
Mrs. Sul. How can you, after what f is paſt, have | 


| the Confidence to ask me? 


Arch. And if you go to that, how can you after 


what 15 pait, have the Confidence to deny me,. 


Was not this Blood ſhed in yuur defence, and my Life 
expos'a tor your Protection Look e, Madam, I'm 


none of your Romantic Fools, that fight Giants and 
Monſters for nothing; my Valour is down right Swe js3 4 
I'm a soldier of Fortune and mult be paid. 


Mrs. Sul. Tis ungenerous in you, Sir, to upbraid = 
me with your Services 
Arch. Tis e in you, Madam, not to re- 
ward em. 
Mes. Sl. How ! at the expence of my Honour ? 
Ar.h, Honour! Can Honour conſiſt with ngra- 


_ titude? If you wou'd deal like a Woman of Honour, 
do like a Man of Rene: d'ye think I wou 'd deny 


5 ul in {uch a Cai "—_— | Enter 


W 
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Enter a Servant. 


Ser. Madam, my Lady order'd me to tell you that 
your Brother is below at the Gate. 

Mrs Sul. My Brother! Heaven's be prais'd 
Sir, he ſhall thank you for your Services, he has it in 
his Power. 

Arch, Who is your Brother, Madam ? 

Mrs. . Sul. Sir Charles Freeman Y ow'll excuſe 
me, Sir; I muſt go and receive him. (Exit. 

Arch. Sir Charles Freeman! Death and Hell! — 


My old acquaintance. Now unleſs Aimwell has made 
. good uſe of his time, all our fair Machine goes ſouſe 


into the Sea like the Ediſtone, (Exit. 


I S C E N E, changes to the Gallery in the 


ſame Houſe. 


Enter Aimwell and Dorinda. 


Dor. W ell, well, my Lord, you have Corquer d; 3 
your late generous Action will I hope, plead tor my 


| eaſie yielding, tho I muſt own your Lordſhip had a 
Friend in the Fort before. 


Aim. The ſweets of 2 dwell wen her Tongue 
— Here Doctor 3 


Enter reigad NY 4 Book. © 


Fag. Are you prepar d boat? N 
Dor. I'm ready: But, firſt, my Lord one od; ED 


: I have a frightful Example of a haſty Marriage in my 
_ own Family; when I reflect upon't, it thocks me. 
Pray, my Lord, Conſider a little 


Aim, Conſider ! Do you doubt my Honour or my 


Love ? 


Dor. Neither: I do believe you equally juſt as 


brave — And were your whole Sex drawn out tor 
me to chuſe, I ſhou'd rot ealt a lock upon the Mul- 


tit ude 
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titude if ycu were abſent But my Lord, I'm a 
Woman; Colours, Corcealments may hide a thou- 
ſand Faults i in me; —— Therefore know me better 
firſt ; | hardly dare athrm I knew my ſelf in ary thirg 
except my Love. 
Aim. Such Goodneſs who cou'd irjure; I fird my 
ſelf unequal to the task of a Villain; the has gain'd 
my Soul, and made it horeſt like her own; [ 
cannot, cannot hurt her. (Aſide) Doctor, retire. (Exit 


Foigard. ) Madam, behold your Lover ard your Pro- 


ſelyte, and judge of my Paſſion by my Converſion— 


I'm all a Lie, nor dare I give a Fiction to your as 3 


Po all Counterfeit except my Paſſion. 
Dor. Forbid it Heaven! A Counrterfceit ! 


Aim. I am no Lord, but of ay net dy Man, come 


with a mean, a a ſcandalous De ign to prey upon your 
Fortune: But the Beauties of your Mind ard Per- 


ſon have ſo won m2 from my ſelf, that like a truſty 


Servant, | prefer the interelt of my Miſtre!s to my 


own. 
Dor. Sure I have had the Dream »f ſome poor Ma- 


rirer, a ſl:epirg Image of a welcome Port, and wa: e, | 


 involy'd in Storms Pray, Sir, who are you? 


Aim. Brother to the Man whoſe Title 1 uſurp d, 


but ranger to his Honcur or his Fortune. 


Dor. NMatchle ſs honeſty Once I was proud, Sir, of 


your Wealth and Title, but now am prouder that 
you want jt: Now | can ſhew my aim was jultly 
levell'd, and had no aim but Leve. Doctor, come in. 


Enter Foigard af one Door, Gipſey at anct ber, who 


whiſpers Docind 2, 


Ycur Pardon, Sir; we ſha'r't wart „au now Sir ? 
Yeu mult . me In wait on you preſertly. 


(Exit with Gipſey. 
Fug. Upon my thank, rcw, dis is forlith (Exit. 


Aim. Gore! And bid oo Pricit depart It has 


.ant omincus Lock. 
Enter 


| 


that I had almoſt 
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Enter Archer. 


Arch, Courage, Tom,- Shall I wiſh you Toy ? 
Aim. No. 5 
Arch, Oons, Man, what ha' you been doing? 
Aim. O Archer , my Honeſty, I fear, has ruin'd me. 
Arch, Row! 
Aim, \ have diſcover'd my ſelf. | 
Arch. Diſcover'd! And . without my Confent 7 
What! Have I embarkd my ſmall Remains in the 


ſame Bottom with Foun, and you di ſpoſe of all with- 
out my Partrerſhip ? | 


Aim. O Archer, | own my Fault, 
Arch, Aiter Cor ition is then too late for Par- 


don—You may remember, Mr. Aimwell, that you 


proper d this Folly As yuu begun, ſo end it—Hence- 


forth Il hunt my Fortune ſingle So farewel. 


Aim. Stay, my dear Archer, but a Minute. 
Arch, Stay! What to be deſpis'd, expos'd and 
laugh'd at! -——— No, ! wou'd ſooner change Condi- 


tiors wich the worſt of the Rogues we juſt now 
| bourd, than bare one ſcornful Smi': from the proud 
Knight that once 1 treated as my Equal. 


Aim, What Knight? 
Arch, Sir Charles Freeman, Brother to the Lad y. 
But no matter for that, 'tis a 
curſed Night” S Work, and fo I leave you to make the 
beſt on't. 

Aim. Freeman One Word N Alias: Stil L 


hive Hopes; methought ſhe recely d my Confeſſion 
with Pleaſure. | 


Arch. *Sdeath. who 4cubts ne 
Aim. She coniented after to the Match ; and till 


R I dare believe ſhe will be juſt — 


Arch, To her ſelf, I warrant her, as you ſhou'd 


| 1 been. 


Aim. Ey all my Hopes ſhe comes, and fniling 


CE 88. 
H 2 Enter 


64 The Beaux Stratagem. 
Enter Dorinda mighty gay. 


Dor. Come, my dear Lord I fly with Impa- 
tience to your Arms The Minutes of my Abſence 
was a tedious Vear. Where's this tedious Prieſt? 


Enter Foigard, 


Arch, Oors, a brave Girl. 5 
Dor. I ſuppoſe, my Lord, this Gentleman is privy 
to our Affairs? = „„ 
Arch. Ves, yes, Madam, I'm to be your Father. 
Dor. Come, Prieſt, do your Office. e 
Arxreb. Make haſte, maſte haſte, couple em any way. 
(Takes Aimwell's hand.) Come Madam, I'm to give 
vou | 8 DE SED 
Dor. My Minds alter'd, I won't. 

Aim. l'm confounded, 

Foig. Upon my Shoul, and ſho is my ſhelf. 
Arch. What's the matter now, Madam? 
Dor. Look'e, Sir, one generous Action deſerves | 

another This Gentleman's Honour oblig'd him to 
hide nothing from me; my juſtice engages me to con- 
ceal nothing from him: In ſhort, Sir, you are the | 
Perſon that you thonght you counterfeited 3 you are | 
the true Lord Viſcount Aimwell, and I wiſh your 

Lordihip Joy. Now, Prieſt, you may be gone; if my 

Lord is now pleas'd with the Match, I'll let his Lord - 
ſhip Marry me in the Face of the World. 
Aim. Archer, What does ſhe mean? 
Dor. Here's a Witneſs for my Truth. 
Enter Sir Charles and Mrs. Sullen. 


Sir Ch, My dear Lord Aimwell, I wiſh you Joy? 
Aim. Of what? 3j 
Sir Ch. Of your Honour, and Eſtate. Your Bro- 
ther died the Day before 1 Jeſt London; and all your 
Fricnds have writ after you to Bruſſels; amorg the 
reſt [ did my ſelf the Honour. 4 
29 15C la» 


- to the Prize. 


honeſteſt Fellow living. 


Airy upon this Matter 
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Arch. Heark'e Sir Knight, don't you banter now? 
Sir. Ch. Tis Truth, upon my Honour. 


Aim. Thanks to the pregrant Stars that form d 


this Accident. 


Arch. Thanks to the Womb of Time that brought 
it forth; away with it, 

Aim. Thanks to my Guardian Angel that led me 

(Taking Dorinda's Hand. 

Arch. And double Thanks to the noble Sir Charles 
Freeman. My Lord, I wiſh you Joy. My Lady, & -- 
wiſh you Joy. I gad, Sir Ireeman, you're the 
'Sdeath, I'm grown ſtrange 
N Lord, how d') e 
A word, my Lord, Don't you remember ſomething 
of a previous Agreement, that entitles me to the 
Moyety of this Lady's Fortune, which, I think, will 
amount to five thouſand Puund ? 

Aim. Not a Penny, Archer: You wou'd ha“ cut 


my Throat juſt row, becauſe I wou'd net deceive 


this Lady. 


Aich. "Ay. and I'll cut your Throat againg if you 
Mou d deceive her now. ; 


Aim, That's what I expect; ET: to end the 


Dispute the Lady's Fortune is Ten thoutand Pound, 


we'll divide Stakes; take the Ten thouſand Pound, | 


or the Lady. 


Dor. How! Is your Lordfhip ſo indifferent? 
Arch. No, no, no, Madam, his Lordſhip knows 
very well, that I'll take the Money; L leave you to 
his Lordſhip, and fo we're both provided for. 


Enter Count Bellair. 


| Count. Meſdzms © Meſſizurs. Tam your Servant 
trice humble: I hear you be rob here. 
Aim. The Ladies have been in ſum? Danger, Sir. 
Count. Ard begar, our Inn! be rob too. 
Aim. Our Inn! By whom? 


H 3 „ enn 
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Count. By the Landlord, begar——- Garzoon he ha: 
rob himſelf” and run away. , 7 any 
Arch. Rob'd himſelf! | 
Count. Ay, begar, and me too of a hundre Pound. 
Arch. A hundred Pound = 
Count. Yes, that I ow'd him. 
Aim. Our Money's gone, Frank. | 
Arch, Rot the Money, my Wench is gone 
Scaver vous quelque choſe de Madamoiſelle Cherry. 


Enter a Fellow witò a ſirong Box and a Letter. 


Fel. Is there one Martin here? 

Arch. Ay, av who wants him? 

Fel. L have a Box here and a Letter for him. 
Arch. (Taking the Box.) Ha, ha, ha, what's here? 
T.egerde main! By this Light my Lerd our Money 

again; but this un folds the Riddle, (Opening the Let- 

ter, reads.) Hum, hum, tum O, tis for the pub- 

lick Good, and muſt be communicated to the Com- 

pany... So” ID aus 

Ar. Martin. 8 1 | | 
Vr Father being afraid of an Impeachment by the 
Rogues that are taken to Nit, is gone off ;but if 

you can procure him a Pardon, be'll make great Diſco- 
_ veriesthat may be uſeful to tbe Country: Cou d Ih ꝛve 
met you inftead of your Maſler to Night I wou'd have 
deliver'd my ſelf into your Hands, with 2 Sum that 
much exceeds that in your ſtrong Box, which I have 
ſent you, with an Aſſurance to my dear Martin, that 
1 ſhall ever be his moſt faith! .cl Friend till Deats, 

| : Cherry Boriface, 


There's a Billet- doux for y5ou-——As for the Father, 
1 think he ought to be encouraged, and for the 
| Daughter —Pray, my Lord, perſuade your Bride 
to take her into her Service inſtead of Gipſey. 
Aim, | can aſſure you, Madam, your Deliyerancz: 
was owing to her Diſcoyerr., . _ 
eg 5 Dor. 


az 


A 
= 
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Dor. Your Command, my Lord, will do without 
the Obligation. I'll take care of her. 

Sir. C5. This good Company meets opportunely 
in favour of a Deſign I have in behalf of my unfortu- 
nate Siſter, I intend to part her from her Husband — 
Gentlemen, will you aſſiſt me? ns 

Arch. Aſliſt you! *Sdeath, who wou'd not? 

Count. Aſſiſt! Garzoon, we all aſſiſt. 


Enter Sullen. | 
Sul. What's all this They tell me, Spouſe 


that you had like to have been robb'd. 


Mrs. Sul. Truly, Spouſe, I was pretty near it 
Had not theſe two Gentlemen interpos'd. | 
Sul. How came theſe Gentlemen here? | 
Mrs SJ. That's his way of returning Tharks, you 
muſt know. | VVV 5 
Count. Garzoon, the Queſtion be apropo, for all dat. 
Sir Ch. You promis'd laſt Night, Sir, that you 
would deliver your Lady to me this Morcirg, 
OX ea. „ 
Arch. Humph! What do you mean by Humph; 
Sir you ſhall deliver : In ſhort, Sir, we 
have ſav'd you and your Family; and if you are 
not civil, we'll unbind the Rogues, join with 'em, 
and ſet fire to your Houſe—— What do's the Man 
mean? Not part with his Wife. Ty | 
Count. Ay, Garzoon, de Man ro underſtand Com- 
mon Juſtice. 5 F 
Mrs. Sul. Hold, Gentlemen, all things here muſt 
move by conſent, compulſion wou'd ſpoil us; let my 


Dear and [ talk the matter over, and you ſhall judge 


between us. 


Sol. Let me know firſt who areto be our Judges 
Pray, Sir, who are you! " 


Sir Ch. I am Sir Charles Freeman, come to take a- 


way your Wife. 


Sal. And you, good Sir? 5 
| | Alin. 
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Aim. Charles Viſcount Aimwell, come to take a- 
way your Siſter. 

Sul. And you pray, Sir ? 

Arch. Francis Archer, Eſq, come ——- 

Sul. To take away my Mother; I hop2—Gentle- | 
men, you're heartily welcome; [| never met with three 
more obliging People ſince I was born And now, my 
Dear, it you pleaſe you ſhall have the firſt Word. 

Arch. And the laſt for five Pound. 

Mrs. Sul. Spouſe ? 

Sul. Ribb. 

Mrs. dl. How long have we been ? Marry'd ? 

Sul. By the Almanack fourteen Mcnths But bx | 
my Account fourteen Years. 

Mrs. Sul. Tis there about by my reckoning. . 

Count, Garzoon, their Account will agree. 
Mrxs. Sul. Pray, Spouſe, what did you Marry for? 

Sul. To get an Heir to my Eſtate. 

Sir Ch. And have you ſu 2ceeded : 3 

Sal. No. 
Arch. The Condition fails of his ide — Pray, Ma- 
dam, what did you Marry for? - 

Mrs. Sul, To ſupport the weakreſs of my Sex by | 
the ſtrength of his, and to erjoy the plcaturcs of an | 
| —_— Society, . 
Sir C6, Are your expeRations arſiver'd ? 

Mrs. Sul. No. 

count. A clear Caſe, a clear Caſe. 

Sir Ch. What are the Bars to your mutual Contert- 
ment? 

Mrs. $4]. In the firſt place I can't drink Ale with 
him. 

Sal. Nor can I drink Tea with her. 

Mrs. Sul. I can't Hunt with you. 

Ful. Nor can I Dance with you. 

Mrs. Sal. I hate Cocking and Racing. 

Sul. And I abhor Ombre and Piquer. 
Mrs. Su], Your Silence is intollerable. 


Saul, 


a- 
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Sul. Your Prating is worſe. 
Mrs. Sul. Have we not been a perpetual offence to 


each other A gnawing Vulture at the Heart? 


Sul. A frightful Goblin to the ſight. 

Mrs. Sul. A Porcupine to the feeling. 

Sal. Perpetual Wormwood to the taſte. 

Mrs. Sul. Is there on Earth a thing we cou'd agree 
In 

Sul. Yes To part. 

Mrs. Sul. With all my Heart. 

Sul. Vour Hand. 

Mrs. Sal. Here. 

Sul. The ſe Hands join d wy theſe ſhall part us 
ay 

Mrs. Sul. North. 

Sul, South. _ 

8 

Sul. Weſt Far as the Poles aſunder. 

Count. Begar the Ceremony be vera pretty. 

Sir Ch. Now, Mr. Sullen, there wants only my 
Siſter's Fortune to make us eaſie. 

Sul Sir Charles, you love your Siſter, and I love 


ber Fortune; every one to bis fancy. 


Arch. "hen you won't refund ? 


Sul. Nut a tiver. | 
Arch. 7 hen I find, Madam, you muſt e en go to 


your Priſc.. again. 5 


Count. hat is the Portion. 
Sir Ch. Ten thouſand Pound, Sir. | ; 
Count. Garzoon, I'll pay it, and ſhe ſhall go hen 
wid me. 
' Arch, Ha, ha, ha, French all over Do you know, 
Sir, what ten thouſand Pound Engliſb is? 
" Count. No, begar, not juſtement. 
Arch. Why, vir, 'tis a hundred thouſand Lins. ns 
Count. A hundre thouſand Livres A Garzoon, me 


'  canno'do't 3 your Beauties and their Fortunes are 


Doth too muchi for me. 


Arch. 


70 The Beaux Stratagem. 

Arch. Then will—This Nights Ad venture has 
prov'd ſtrangely lucky to us all For Captain Gibbet 
in his walk has made bold, Mr. Fallen, with your 
Study and E ſcritore, and had taken out all the Wri- 
tings of your Eſtate, all tlie Articles of Marriage with 
this Lady, Bills, Bonds, Leaſcs, Receipts to an infi- 
nite value; I took em from him, and I deliver them 
to Sir Charles. » 

(Gives him a parcel of Papers and Parchments. 
Cual. How, my Writings! my Head akes conſum- 


edly - Well, Gentlemen, you ſhall have her Fortune, | 


but I can't talk. If you have a mird, Sir Charles, to 
be merry, and celebrate my Siſter's Wedding, and ny 

Divorce, you may command my Houſe _but my 
Head akes conſumedly——Scrub, bring me a Dram. 


Arch. Madam, (To Mrs. Sul.) there's a Country | 


Dance to the Trifle that I Surg to Day; your Hand, 

and we'll lead it up. 5 80 85 7 

| Here à Dance. 1 

Arcb. Twou'd be hard to gueſs which of theſe 
Parties is the better pleas d, the Couple join d, or | 

the Couple parted. The one rejoicing in hopes of 
an untaſted happineſs, and the other in their delive- | 
rance from an experienc'd Miſery. | 
Both happy in their ſeveral ſtates we find, 
Thoſe parted by conſent, and thoſe conjoin'd. 
Conſent, if mutual, ſaves the Lawyer's Fee, 
Conſent is Law enough to ſet yo. Nee. 


The End of the Fiſth A C T. 


— 


| I to our Play your Fudgment can't be bind, 


Nor let th: Bard be Damn'd before he Dies; 
I Forbear you Fair on his laſt Scene to frown, 
Bat bis true Exit with a Plaudit Crown: 

| Then ſyall the Dying Poet ceaſe to fear 


| At Leuctra ſo, the Conqu ring Theban Dy d, 
Claim'd his Friends Praiſes, but their Tears deny 'd: 


To Thebes alone the Grecian ow'd his Bt, 
To m iy the Bard above th: Hero raiſe, 
{| Since yours is greater than Athenian praiſe. 


EPILOGUE. 


| Def gn'd to be ſ poke in the Beaux Stratagem. 


Let its expiring Author pity fiad. 
Survey bis mournful Caſe with melting Eyes, 


The drzadful Knell, while your Applauſe he hezrs, 


Pleas'd in the Pangs of Death he greatly thought 
Conqueſt with loſs of Life but cheaply bought. 

The difference this, the Greek wis one woa d Fight, „ 
As Brave, tho' net ſo Gay as Serjeant Kite. bs 
Te Sons of Will's what's that to thoſe who Write 8 a 


n 
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BOOKS Printed for and Sold by 
William Smith, at the Dutcheſs's- Head 
in Dames. Street . 


Con Cookery, or the compleat Engliſh Cook, 
by R. Smith. In Octavo. Price Bound 25. 6 d. 
- _ ; s Life. In Octavo. Price Bound 

I 5. 

Memoirs of the late Duke of Marlborough. In 
Octavo. Price Bound 4s. 
Poems on ſeveral Occaſions, with a Farce of Iwo 
Ads, call d The Deceit : By Henry Norris. Price 1 5. 


Hiberniæ Notitiz, or a Liſt of the preſent Officers 


in Church and State, and of all Payments to be made 
for Civil and Military Affairs. Price 8 d. 

The Authentick Mun of the Life, Intrigues, | 
and Adventures of the late Celebrated Sally Salisbu | 
mw Price 8 d. FOR _ — 
155 eſpe /i · ne ſo- gra bia, or a Deſcription of the e- 1 

ſtern Iſle. In Sol Canto's. Price 6 d. | 

The Battle of the Sexes 3 a cclebrated Poem. 
Price 64. | | 


FLATS 


The Recruiting Officer: 
Love for Love. 

The Careleſs Husband. 
The Committee. 
The Orphan. 
The Beaux Stratagent 
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